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ATHEISTS TRAGEDY. 


— k —iʒ 
Actus prima Scena prima. 
B —— 


Enter D'AMvILLE, Box Ac, attended. 


D'amville. 


s | Saw my nephew Charlemont, but now 
Part from his father. Tell him I deſire 

To ſpeak with him. | 

Boraehio, thou art read 

In nature and her large philoſophy, 

Obſerv*ſt thou not the very ſelf ſame-courſe 

Of revolution both in man and beaſt ? 

Bor. The ſame, for birth, growth, tate, decay and death; 
Only, a man's beholding to his nature 
For th' better compoſition o? the two. 

D'am. But where that favour of his nature, is 
Not full and free, you ſee a man becomes 
A fool, as little knowing as a beaſt. 

Bor, That ſhows there's nothing in a man, aboye 
His nature; if there were, conſid'ring 'tis 
His being's excellency, t'would not yield 
To nature's weakneſs. 

D'am. Then if death caſts up 
Our total ſum of joy and happineſs, 

Let me have all my ſenſes feaſted in 
Th' abundant fulneſs of delight at once, 
| . 


And 


| 
| 


* 
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And with a ſweet inſenſible increaſe 


Of pleaſing ſurfeit melt into my duſt. 
Bor. That revolution is too ſhort methinks. 
If this life comprehends our happineſs, 
How fooliſh to deſire to dic ſo ſoon : 
And if our time runs home unto the length 
Of nature, how improvident it were 
To ſpend our ſubſtance on a minute's pleaſure, - 


» And after live an age in miſery. 


D'am. So thou conclud'ſt that pleaſure only lows 
Upon the ſtream of riches? 
Bor. Wealth is lord 
Of all felicity, 
D'am. Tis oracle, 
For what's a man that's honeſt without wealth ? * 
Bor. Both miſerable and contemptible. 
D*am. He's worſe, Borachio, for if ny 
Be an eſſential part of honeſty, 
And ſhould be practiſed firſt upon ourſelves, 
Which muſt be granted; then your honeſt man 
That's poor, is moſt diſhoneſt, for he is 
Uncharitable to the man whom he 
Should moſt reſpect. But what doth this touch me 
That fem to have enough? thanks induſtry, 
"Tis true; had not my bod ſpread itſelf - 
Into poſterity, perhaps I ſhould 
Deſire no more increaſe of ſubſtance, than 
Would hold proportion with mine own dimenſions, 
Yet eyen in that ſufficiency of ſtate, 


A man has reaſon to provide and add. 


For what is he hath ſuch a preſent eye, 

And fo prepar'd a ſtrength, that can foreſee 
And fortify his ſubſtance and himſelf, 
Againſt thoſe accidents, the leaſt whereof 
May rob him of an age's huſbandry ? 

And for my children, they are as near tome 
As branches to the tree whereon they grow; 
And may as numerouſly be multiplied. 

As they increaſe, ſo ſhould my providence; 
For from my ſubſtance, they reccive the ap 
8 80 they ive and flouriſh, 
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Bor. Sir enough, 
J underſtand the mark whereat you aim. 


Enter CHARLEMONT. 


D'am. Silence, we're interrupted, Charlemont ! 
Char. Good morrow, Unele, 
D'am, Noble Charlemont, 
Good morrow; is not this the honour'd day 
You purpos'd to ſet forward to the war? 
Char. My inclination did intend it ſo. 
D'am. And not your reſolution ? 
Charl. Yes, my lord, 
Had not my father contradicted it. 
D'am. O noble war! thou firſt original 
Of all men's honour, how dejectedly 
The baſer ſpirit of our preſent time 
Hath caſt itſelf below the ancient worth- 
Of our forefathers! from whoſe noble deeds 
Ignobly we derive our pedigrees. 
Charl. Sir; tax not me for his unwillingneſs. 
By the command of his authority, 
My diſpoſition's forc'd againſt itſelf, 
; D'am. Nephew, you are the honour of our blood, 
The troop of gentry, , whoſe inferior worth 
Should ſecond your example, are become 
Your leaders: and the ſcorn of their diſcourſe 
Turns ſmiling back upon your backwardneſs. 
Charl. You need not urge my ſpirit by diſgrace, 
Tis free enough; my father hinders it. 
To curb me, he denies me maintainance 
To put me in the habit of my rank. 
Unbind me from that ſtrong neceſſity, 
And call me cowatd if 1 ſtay behind. 
D'am. For want of means? Borachio | where's the gold? 
I'd diſinherit my poſterity 
To purchaſe honour, *Tis an intereſt 
I prize above the principal of wealth. 
Pm glad I had th* occaſion to make known 
How readily my ſubſtance ſhall unlock 
Itſelf to ſerve you. Here's a thouſand crowns. 
Chal. My worthy uncle; in exchange for this, 
Double I leave my bond; fo I am bound 


"80 


| 
| 
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"= By that for the repayment of this gold, 
And by this gold to ſatisfy your love. 
| D'am. Sir, *tis a witneſs only of my love; 
| And love doth always ſatisfy itſelf. 
| Now to your father ; labour his conſent, 
My importunity ſhall ſecond yours 
We will obtain it. 
Char, If intreaty fail, 
The force of reputation ſhall prevail. | Exit. 
D'am. Go call my ſons, that they may take their leaves 
Of noble Charlemont. Now, my Borachio. 
Bor. The lubſtance of our former argument, 
Was wealth. 
D'am. The queſtion how to compaſs it. 
Bor. Young Charlemont's going to the war. 
D'am. O thou begin'ſt to take me. ö 
Bor. Mark me then: | 
l Methinks the pregnant wit of man might make 
| The happy abſence of this Charlemont, 
A ſubject for commodious providence ; 
He has a wealthy father, ready even 
Te drop into his grave. And no man's power, 
When Charlemont is gone, can interpoſe 
Twixt you and him. ' 
N D'am. Thou haſt apprehended both 
| My meaning and my love. Now let thy truſt, 
| For undertaking and for ſecrecy, 
Hold meaſure with my amplitude of wit; 
And thy reward ſhall paralel thy worth. 
Bor. My reſolution has already bound. 
Me to your ſervice. 
D'am. And my heart to thee. 


Enter RoUSAKkD and SE BASTIAN. 


Here are my ſons — 
There's my eternity. My life in them; 
And their ſucceſſion ſhall for ever live. 
And in my reaſon dwe!ls the providence, 
To ads to life as much of happineſs. 
Let all men loſe, fo I increaſe my gain, 
I haye no feeling of another's pain, 
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Enter old MonTFERRERs and CHARLEMONT:. 


Mont. I prithee let this current of my tears, 
Divert thy inclination from the war. 
For of my children thou art only left 
To promiſe a ſucceſſion to my houſe. 
And all the honouc thou canſt get by arms, 
Will give but vain addition to thy name; 
vince from thy anceſtors thou doſt derive 
A dignity ſufficient; and as great 
As thou haſt ſubſtance to maintain and bear; 
I prithee ftay at home. 
Charl. My noble father, 
The weakeſt ſigh you breath, had power to turn 
My ſtrongeſt purpoſe; and your ſofteſt tear, 
To melt my reſolution to as ſoft 
Obedience; but my affection to the war, 
Is as hereditary as my blood. 
The very life of all my anceſtry. 
Your predeceſſors were your precedents; 
And you are my example. Shall I ſerve 
For nothing but a vain parentheſis, 
I th* honoured ſtory of your family ? 
Or hang but like an empty ſcutcheon 
Between the trophies of my predeceſſors, 
And the rich arms of my poſterity; 
There's not a Frenchman of good blood and youth, 
But either out of ſpirit or example, 
Is turn'd ſoldier. Only Charlemont 
Muſt be reputed that ſame heartleſs thing, 
That cowards will be bold to play upon. 


Enter D*'aMviLLE, RousARD and SEBASTIAN. 


D'am, Good morrow, my lord. 
Mont. Morrow] good brother, 
Charl. Good morrow, uncle. 
D'am. Morrow, kind nephew, 
What have you waſh'd your eyes with tears, this morning? 
Come, by my ſoul, his purpoſe does deſerve | 
Your free conſent ;— Y our tenderneſs diſſuades him. 
What to the father of a gentleman, 
Would be more tender than the maintainance 


And 
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And the increaſe of honour to his houſe ? 


My lord, here are my boys, I ſhould be proud 


That either this were able, or that inclin'd 
To be my nephew's brave competitor. 
Mont. Your opportunities have overcome— 
Pray God my foro'd grant prove not ominous. 
D'am. We have obtained it —-Ominous ! in what? 
It cannot be in any thing but death. 
And I am of a confident belief | 
That even the time; place, manner of our deaths, 
Do follow fate, with that neceſſity 
That makes us ſure to die. And in a thing 
Ordain'd ſo certainly unalterable, - 
What can the uſe of providence prevail ? 


BeLiForesT LEUIDULCIA, CASTABELLA, attended. 


Bel. Morrow, my lord Montferrers, Lord D'amville, 
Good morrow, gentlemen, cozen Charlemont, 
Kindly good morrow. Troth I was afraid 
I ſhould have come too late to tell you that. 
] wiſh your undertakings a ſucceſs 
That may deſerve the meaſure of their worth, 
Cha. My lord, my duty would not let me go 
Without receiving your commandments. 
Bel. Accomplements are more for ornament 
Than uſe—We ſhould employ no time in them 
But what our ſerious buſineſs will admit. 
Mout. Your favour had by his duty been prevented, 
If he had not withheld him in the way. * 
D'am. He was coming to preſent his ſervice; 
But now no more The cook invites to breakfaſt. 
Wilt pleaſe your lordſhip, enter ? Noble lady. 


Manent CHARLEMONT and CASTABELLA, 


Charl. My noble miſtreſs, this accomplement 
Is like an elegant and moving ſpeech, 
Compoſed of many ſweet perſuaſive points. 
Which ſecond one another, with a fluent 
ncreaſe and confirmation of their force, 
Reſcuing till the beſt until the laſt, 
Tocrown a ſtrong impulſion on the reſt 


Wich a full conqueſt of the hearers ſenſe; 


Becauſe 
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Becauſe the ĩmpreſſion of the laſt we ſpeak 

Doth always longeſt and meſt conſtantly 

Poſſoſs the entertainment of remembrance; 

So all that now falute my taking leave, 

Have added numeroully to the love 

Wherewith 1 did receive their courteſy; 

But you, dear miſtreſs, being the laſt and beſt 

That ſpeaks'my farewell ; like th' imperious cloſe 

Of a ſweet oration, wholly have 

Poſſeſſed my liking, and ſhall eyer live 

Within the foul of my true memory. 

So, miſtreſs, with this kiſs I take my leave. 
Cala. My worthy ſervant, you miſtake ch intent 

Of kiſſing. *T'was not meant to ſeparate 

A pair of lovers, but to be the ſcale 

Of love, importing by the joining of 

Our mutual and incorporated breaths, 

That we {hold breathe but one contrated life, 

Or ſtay at home, or let me gowith you? 
Harl. My Caſtabella, for myſelf to ſtay, 

Or you to go, wauld either tax my youth 

With a diſhonourable weakneſs, or 

Your loving purpoſe with immodeſty. 


Enter Languzbeau Snuffe, 


And for the ſatĩsfaction of your love, 

Here comes a man whoſe knowledge I have made 
A witneſs to the contract of our vows, 

Which my return by marriage ſhalt confirm. 

Lang. I falute you both with the ſpirit of copulation, 1 
im already informed of your mati imonial purpoſes, and 
will be a teſtimony to the integrity. 

Caſta. O the fad trouble of my fearful ſou! 
My faithful ſervant, did you never hear 
That when a certain great man went to th* war, 
The lovely face of heav*n was maſk'd with hr; 
The ſighing winds did move the breaſt of carth, 
The heavy clouds hung down their mourning heads, 
And wept fad ſhowers the day that he went hence; 
As if that day preſag'd fome ill ſucceſs, 
That fataily mould Kill his happiu. L; 

And 
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And ſo it came to paſs, Methinks my eyes 
| (Sweet Heav'n forbid) are like thoſe weeping n 
3 And as their ſhowers preſag' d, fo do my tears 
oe, Some fad event will follow my ſad fears 
Charl. Fie, ſuperſtitious : is it bad to kiſs ? 
Casta. May all my fears hurt me no other than this. 
Tang. Fie, fie, he, theſe carnal kiſſes do tir up the 
6. concupiſcences of the fleſh. 
Enter Belforeſt and Lenidu'cia. 
Leuid. O] here's your daughter under her ſervants lips. 
Charl, Madam, there's no cauſe you ſhould miſtruſt 
the kiſs I gave, *twas but a parting one. 
Leuid. A luſty blood! now by the lip of love, were I to 
chooſe, your joining one for me. 


| 
| 

Bel. Your father ſtays to bring you on the way. 
| Farewel, the great commander of the war 
4 


* 


Proſper the courſe you undertake. Fare wel. 

| Cbarl. My lord! I humbly take my leave— Madam 

I kifs your hand. And your ſweet lip Farewel. 

Manent Charlemont and Languebeau.' 

| Her power to ſpeak is periſh'd in her tears. 

a | Something within me would perſuade my ſtay, 

j But reputation would not yield unto't. 

| Dear fir, you are the man whoſe honeſt truſt 

| | My — ? nce has choſen for my friend. 

f I fear myabſencewill diſcomfort her. 

| Yau have the power and opportunity 

{ To moderate her _ let her grief 

U Receive that friendſhiꝑ from you, and your love 

| Shall not repent elf f courteſy, 

{ ö Lang. Sir, I want words and proteſtations to infinuate 
into your credit; but in plainneſs and truth, I will qualify 
her grief with the ſpirit of conſolation, 

Charl. Sir, I will take your friendſhip up at uſe, 
And fear not that your profit ſhall be ſmall; 
| Your intereſt ſhall exceed your principal. Exit Charl. 
Enter D'amville and Borachio. 

| D'am, Monſieur Languebeau ! happily encountered. 

| The honeſty of your converſation makes me requeſt more 

| int'reſt in your familiarity. 
Lang. It your Lordſhip will be pleaſed to ſalute me 


without ceremony, I ſhall be willing t to exchange my 
5 | ſervice 
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ſervice for your favour; but this worſhipping kind of en- 
tertainment, is a ſuperſtitious vanity; in plainneſs ahd 
truth L love it not. *. 

D'am. I embrace your diſpoſition; and deſire to give 
you as liberal aſſurance of my love, as my Lord Belforeſt 
your deſerved favourer. | | 

bang. His lordſhip is pleaſ:d with my plainneſs and 
truth of converſation. 

D'am. It cannot diſpleaſe him in the behaviour of his 
noble daughter Caſtabella; a man may read her worth 
and your inſtruction. | | 

Lang. That gentlewoman is moſt ſweetly modeſt, fair, 
honeſt, handſome, wiſe, well-born, and rich, 

D'am. You have given me her picture in ſmall. 

Lang. She's like your Diamond; a temptation in every 
man's eye, yet not yielding to any light impreſſion herſelf. 

D'am. The praiſe is hers: but the compariſon your own., 

[ Gives him the Ring 

Lang. You ſhall forgive me that, Sir. 

D'am. I will not do ſo much at your requeſt as forgive 
you it, I will only give you it, Sir. By—You will 
make me ſwear, | 

Lang. O by no means. Prophane not your lips with the 
balnel of that ſin. I will rather take it. To ſave your 
oath, you ſhall loſe your Ring. — Verily my lord, my 
praiſe came ſhort of her worth: ſhe exceeds a jewel. 
This is but only for ornament ; ſhe both for ornament 
and uſe, | 

Da'm. Yet unprofitably kept without uſe: ſhe deſerves 
a worthy huſband, Sir. I have often wiſh'd a match be- 
tween my elder fon and her. The marriage would join the 
houſes of Belforeſt and D'amville into a noble alliance. 

Lan. And the unities of families is a work of love and 
chatity, | 

D'am. And that work an employment well becoming 
the goodneſs of your diſpoſition. 

Lan. If your lordſhip pleafe to impoſe it upon me, I 
will carry it without any ſecond end; the ſureſt way to ſa- 
tisfy your wiſh. 

D'am. Moſt joyfully acc:pted. — Rouſard! Here are 
letters to my lord Belforeſt touching my deſire to that 
purpoſe, 

'C 2 Enter 
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Enter Rouſard ſickly. 


Rouſfard! I ſend you a ſuitor to Caſtabella. To this gentle- 
man's diſcretion I commit the managing of your ſuit: his 


gocd ſucceſs ſhail be moſt thankful to your truſt. Follow 


bis inſtructions, he will be your leader. 
Lan. In plainneſs and truth. _ 


Regs. My leader? Does your Lordſhip think me too 


weak to give the onſet myſelf? 
Lan. I will only aſſiſt your proceedings. 


Rouſ. To ſay true; ſo I think you had need, for a fick 
man can hardly geta woman's good will without help. 

Lan. Charlemont, gratuity and my promiſes were both 
but words; and both like words ſhall vaniſh into air. 


For thy poor empty hand I muſt be mute: 
This gives me feeling of a better ſuit. 
Exit Languebeau and Rouſard. 
Dam. Borachio! didſt preciſely note this man ? 
Bor. His own profeſſion would report him pure. 
D'am. And ſeems to know if any benefit 
Ariſes of religion after death; f 
Yet but compare's profeſſion with his life, 
They ſo directly contradict themſelves, 
As if the end of his inſtructions were 
But to divert the world from ſin that he 
More eaſily might engroſs it to himſelf. 
By that I am confirm'd an Atheiſt, 
Well, Charlemontis gone; and here thou ſeeſt 
Hi abſence the foundation of my plot. 
Ber. He is the man whom Caſtabella loves. 
D'am. That was the reaſon I propounded him 


_ Employment ; fix'd upon a foreign place 


To draw his inclination out of the way. 
Her. Tbas left the paſſage of out practice free. 
D'am. This Caſtabella is a wealthy heir, 
And by her marriage with my eldeſt Son, 
My houſe is honour'd, and my ſtate increas'd, 
Th's work alone deferves my induſtry : 
But if it proſper, thou ſhalt ſee my brain 
lake this but an induction to a point 
Sou of profitable police, 
That it would make the ſoul of honeſt y 
Ambiticus to turn villain, 
For. | beſpeak 


Employment 
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Employment in t. UI be an inſtrument 
To grace performance with dexterity. - 
D am Thou ſhalt. No man ſhall rob thee of die honor. 
Go preſently a buy a crimſon ſcarfe, 
Like Charlemont. Prepare thee a diſguiſe, 
I'th habit of a Soldier, hurt and lame; 
And then be ready at the wedding feaſt, 
Where thou ſhalt have employment i in a work 
Will pl aſe thy difpolition. 
Bor. As I vow'd: 
Your inſtrument ſhall make your project proud. 
D'ani. "This marriage will bring wealth, if that ſucceed, 
I will increaſe it though my brother bleed r. 
Enter Caſtabella 11 ng the importunity of Roufard. 
Cas. Nay, good ſir; in truth if you knew how little 
it pleaſes me, you would for bear it 
Nong. I will not leave thee, till thou ha!t entertain'd 
me for thy ſervant. 
Cas. My ſervant? you are fick you fay, You would 
tax me of indiſcretion to entertain one that is not able 
to do me ſervice. 
Ronus. The ſervice of a gentlewoman conſiſts moſt in 


* 


chamberwork, and ſick men are fitteſt for the chamber — I 


pr'ythee give me a favour, 
Cas, Methink you have a very ſweet favour of your 
On. 
Nong. T lack but your rr eve. 
Crs, If you go to buffets among the boys, they'll give 
you one, 
Rous, Nay, if you grow bitter, m diſoraiſe your black 
_ The grey ey'd morning makes the faireſt day, 
Crs. Now that you diſlemble not, | could be willing 
to give you a favour, What fyour would you have? 
Nous. Any toy : any light thing. 
Cas. Fie. Will you be fo uncivil to afk alight thing at 
a gentlewomat's hand: 
_”m_ Wilt give me a bracelet of tay hair then? 
Cas, Do you want hair, fir? 
Rows. No faith, I want no hair, fo long as I can have 
it for mo! ney, 
Cas. Wuat would you do with my hair then ? 


C3 Rom. 


| 
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Rous. Wear it for thy ſake, ſweetheart, 

Casta; Do you think I love to have my hair worn off? 

Raus. Come, you are fo witty now, and ſo ſenſible. 

. | Kiſſes her. 
Cas. Tuſh! I would I wanted one of my ſenſes now. 

Nous. Bitter again, What's that? ſmelling? - 

Cas. No, no, no, why now you are ſatisſied I hope. I 
have given you a favour. | 

Nous. What favour? a kiſs? I prithee give me another, 

Cas. Shew me that I gave you then. 

Rous. How ſhall I ſhew it? 

Cas. You are unworthy of a favour if you will not 
beſtow the keeping of it one minute. | 

Rous, Well, in plain terms, doſt love me? That is th 
purpoſe of my coming. ̃ 

Cat. Love you? yes, very well. 

Rous. Give me thy hand upon't. 

Cas. Nay, you miſtake me. If I love you very well, I 
muſt not love you now, for now you are not very well; 
ye are ſick. 

Rous, This equivocation is for the jeſt now. 

Cas. I ſpeak t as tis now in faſhion, in earneſt. But 
I ſhall not be in quiet for you I perceive, till I have given 
you a favour, Do you love me ? 

Rous. With all my heart. 

Cat. Then with all my heart, I'll give you a jewel to 
hang in your ear, — Hark ye can never love you. 8 

xik, 

Rous. Call you this a jewel to hang in, mine ear? *Tis 
no light favour, for I'll be ſworn it comes ſomewhat 


heavily to me. Well, I will not leave her for all this. 


Methinks it animates a man to ſtand to't, when a woman 
deſires to be rid of him at the firſt ſight. TERS - * 
Enter Belforeſt and Languebeau Snuffe. N 

Bel. I entertain the offer of this match, 

With purpoſe to confirm it preſently, 4 

I have already moy'd it to my daughter; 

Her ſoft excuſes favou;'d at the firſt 

Methought) but of modeſt innocence 

Of blood, whoſe unmov'd ſtream was never drawn 

Into the current of affection. But whea I 

Replicd with more familiar arguments, 


Thinking 
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Thinking to make her apprehenſion bold ; 
Her modeſt bluſh fell to a pale diſlike, * 
And the refus'd with ſuch confidence, 
As if ſhe had been prompted by a love 
Inclining firmly to ſome ocher man, 
And in that obſtinacy ſhe remains. 
Lan. Verily that diſobedience doth not become a child. 
It proceedeth from an unſanctiſied liberty. You will be 
acceſſary to your own difhonour if you ſuffer it. = 
Bel. Your honeſt wiſdom has advis'd me well. 
Once more I'll move her by perſuaſive means; 
If ſhe reſiſt, all mildneſs ſet apart, | 50 
Iwill make uſe of my authority. 
Lan. And inſtantly, leſt fearing your conſtraint, her con- 
trary affection teach her fone device that may prevent you. 
Bel. To cut off ev'ry opportunity 5 
Procraſtination may aſſiſt her with, 
This inſtant night ſhe ſhall be married. 
Lan. Beſt. 


Enter Caſtabella. 

Cas. Pleaſe it your lordſhip, my mother attends 
P th? gallery, and deſires your conference. | 
| | Exit Belforeſt. 

This means I us'd to bring me to your ear. 
Time cuts off circumſtances; I muſt be brief, 
To your integrity did Charlemont | 
Commit the contract of his love and mine. 
Which now fo ſtrong a hand ſeeks to divide, 
That if your grave advice aſſiſt me not, 

| ſhall be fore'd to violate my faith. 

Lan. Since Charlemont's abſence, I have weighed his 
ve with the ſpirit of conſideration; and in ſincerity IL 
ind it to be frivolous and vain. Withdraw your reſpect ; 
lis affection deſerveth it not. | | 

Cas. Good Sir; I know your heart cannot prophane 
The holineſs you make profeſſion of, 

With ſuch a vicious purpoſe, as to break 
The vows your own conſent did help to make. 

Lan, Can he deferve your love, who in neglect of your 
Glightful converſation; and in obſtinate contempt of all 
jour prayers and tears, abſents himſelf ſo far from your 
inet felloveſhip, and with a purpoſe ſo contracted to that 

; ab- 
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abſence, that you ſee he purchaſes. your ſeparation with 
the hazard of his blood and lite; fearing to want pretencr 
to part your companies: 

Tis rather hate that doth diviſion move, 

Eoveſtill deſires the preſence of his love. 

Verily he 1s not of the family of love. 

Cas. O do nat wrong him. Tis a generous mind 
That led his diſpoſition to the war: 

For gentle lave and noble courage are . 
So near allied, that one begets another : 
Or love is Siſter, and courage is the Brother. 
Could I affect him better than before, 
Eis ſoldier's heart would make me love him more. 
Lin. But Caſtabella. 
Enter Leuiduleĩa. 

Len. Tufſh, you miſtake the way into a woman, 

The paſſage lies not through her reaſon, but her blood. 
Exit Languebeau, Caſtabella about to follow. 

Nay, ftay | How wouldſt thou call the child, 

T hat being rais'd with colt and tenderneſs 

'To full habit of bod y and means, c 

Denies relief unto the parcnts, wha 

Beſtow that bringing up? 

rs. Unnaturally. 

Len. Thea Caſtabella is unnatural. 
Nature the loving mother of us all, 
Brought forth a woman for her own relief; 

By generation to rec-ive her age, 
VW hich now thou haſt ability and means 
Preſented moſt unkindly doit deny. 

Gus. Believe me. Mother; J do love a man; 

Leu. Preferr ' ſt the aftection of an abſent love 
Betore the ſweet poſſeſſion of a man? 

Ihe barren mind before the ff uitful body ? 
here our creation has no reference 

Lo man; but in his body: being made 
On for generation: which ( :nleſs 


Our children can be forgotten by conceit) I 

*7uit trontthe body come. If reafon were 

Gur countellor. we v ould neglect the work T 
I 


Of gcnc ration, for the procig; al 
Fxrence it draus us to, of that which is 
T 


The wialth of life. Vie nature {therefore} hath 
Reſerv'd 


Thy cheek. 


A nature ſo unpleaſant to your mind; 
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Reſerv'd for an inducement to our ſenſe, 

Our greateſt pleaſure in that greateſt work. 
Wnich being offer'd thee, thy ignorance 
Refuſes, for th* imaginary joy 

Of an unſatisfied affection to 

An abſent man. Whoſe blood once ſpent i: war ; 
Then he*ll come home, fick, lame and impotent; 
And wed thee to a torment; like the pain 

Of Tantalus, continuing thy deſire, 

With fruitleſs preſentation of the thing 

It loves; ſtill moy'd and ftill unſatisfied. 


Enter BELFOREST, D' AMYTLLE, RovusARD, 
SEBASTIAN, LANGUEBEAU, &c, 


Bel. Now Leuidulcia ! haſt thou yet prepar'd 
My Daughter's love to entertain this man ? 
Her buſband here? | 
Leu. I'm but her mother i' law | 
Yet if ſhe were my very fleth and blood, 
I could adviſe no better for good. 
Rouf. Sweet wife! thy joyful huſband thus ſalutes 


Caſta. My huſband? O! Lam betray'd, 
Dear friend of Charlemont, your purity 
Profeſſes a divine contempt o' th” world; 

O be nat brib'd by that you ſo neglect, 

In being the world's hated inſtrument, 

To bring a juſt neglect upon yourſelf! —- Kneels from one 
Dear Father ! let me but examine my to another. 
Affection. Sir, your prudent judgment can 

Perſuade your ſon that cis improvident 

To marry ons whoſe diſpoſition, he 


Did ne'er obſerve. Good Sir, I may be of X 


Perhaps you'll curſe the fatal hour wherein 
You raſhly marricd me. 

D'. My lord Belfort! 
would not have her forc'd againſt her choice, 

Bel. Paſſion o' me, thou pecviſli girl. I charge 
Thee by my bleſſing, and th' authority 
| have to claim thy obedience; marry him. 

Caſta. Now Charlement ! O my prefaging tears! 
This fad event hath follow'd my ſad fears. 

D 
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Seba. A rape, a rape, a rape 

Bel. How now ? 

D'am. What's that? 

Seba. Why what is't but a rape to force a wench to 
marry, fince it forces her io lie with him the would not? 

Lan. Verily his tongue is an unſanctifiid member. 

Seba. Verily your gravity becomes your periſh'd ſcul. 

as hoary mouldneſs does rotten fruit. 
Bil. Couſin, y' are both uncivil and prophane. 

D'am. Thou diſobedient villain; get thee out of my 


ſight. | 
Now by my ſoul, I'Il plague the fer this rudeneſs. [ Ex unt. 
Bel. Come; ſet forward to the Church. | 


Aanct SEBASTIAN. | 

Seba. And verify the Proverb——The nearer the Church 
the further from God.—Poor wench, for thy ſake, may 
his ability die in his appetite; that thou beeſt not troubled 
with him thou loveſt not. May his appetite move thy defire 
to another man : ſo he ſhall help to make himſelf Cuckold, 
And let that man be one that he pays wages to: ſo thou 
ſhalt profit by him thou hateſt. Let the chambers be mat- 
ted, the hinges oil'd, the curtain-rings ſilenced, and the 
chamber-maid hold her peace at his own requeſt, that he 
may ſleep the quieter; and in that fleep let him be ſoundly 
cuckolded. And when he knows it, and ſeeks to ſue a di- 
vorce, let him have no other ſatisfaction than this: Hs 
Jay by and flept : the law will take no hold of her, becauſe he 
wink'd at it. Exit. 


ACT II. Scrnx I. 
Mufic a banquet in the night. 

Enter D'amviLLe, BETToRESsT, Lzevipulcia, 
RovsarRD, CASTABELLA, LANGUEBEAU SNUFFE at bu 
door. At the other door, CATAPLASMA and SOQUETTE, 

her d by FRESCO. 
Leu, Miſtreſs Cataplaſma ! I expected you an hour ſince. 
Cata. Certain, ladies, at my houſe, Madam, detain'd 
me ; otherwiſe I had attended your ladyſhip ſooner. 
Leu. We are beholding to you for your company. My 


Lord; I pray you bid theſe gentlewomen welcome: th' are 
my invited friends, 


D'am 
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D'am. Gentlewomen, y' are welcome, pray ſet down. 

Leu. Freſco! by my Lord D*emvuiile's leave, I prithee 
go into the buttery. Thou ſhalt find ſome of my men there; 
if they bid thee n t welcome, they ace very Loggerheads. 

Fre. If your Loggerheads will not, your Hogihead; 
ſhall, Madam. If I get into the buttery, [ Zx:t, 

D'am. That fellow's diſpoſition to mirth ſhould be our 
preſent example. Let's be grave and meditate, chen qur 
affairs require our ſcriouſuels. * Tis out of ſeaſon to be 
heavily diſpoſed. 

Leu. We ſhould all be wound up into the key of mirth. 

D'am. The muſic there. 

Bel. Where's my Lord Montſerrers? Tell him here's a 
room attends him. 


Enter MoxTFERRERs. 

Mont. Heaven give your marriage that I am depriy'd of, 
oy. 
8 Pan. My Lord Belforeft Caſtabella's health. 

D*AMvILLE drinks. 

Set open the cellar doors, and let this health go freely 
round the houſe.->Another to your Son, my Lord; To 
noble Charlemont. He is a ſoldier. Let the inſtruments of 
war congratulate his memory...@m [Drums and Trumpets. 


Enter a SERVANT. 

Ser, My lord, here's one in the habit of a ſoldier, ſays 
he is newly return'd from Oftend, and has ſome buſineſs 
of import to ſpeak. 

D'am. Oſtend] let him come in. My ſoul foretells he 
brings the news will make our muſick full. My brother's 
joy would do it; and here comes he will raiſe it. 


Enter BORACHI1o diſguiſed. 
Mont. O] my ſpirit, it does diſſuade my tongue to queſ- 
tion him, as if it knew his anſwer would diſpleaſe. 
D'am. Soldier! what news? We heard a rumour of a 
blow you gave the enemy? 
Bor. is very true, my lord. 
Bel. Can'ſt thou relate it? 
Bor. Yes. 
D'am. I Prithee do. 
Bor. The enemy, defeated of a fair 
Advantage by a flatt'ring ſtratagem, 
n D 2 Plants 
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Plants all th* artillery againſt the town ; 


And threat' ned in that terrible report, 

The ſtorm wherewith they meant to ſecond it. 
Th' ailault was general. But for the place 
That promis'd moſt advantage to be forc'd, 
The pride of all their army was drawn forth, 
And equally divided into front, 


Ready to paſs our channe! at an ebb, 
We advis'd it for our ſafeſt courſe, to draw 
Our ſluices up and mak't unpailable. 
Our Governor oppos'd and ſuffered them 
To charge us home e'cn to the rampiers foot. 


[| But when their front was forcing up our breach, 


At puſh o' pike, then did his policy 

Let go the ſluices, and tripp'd up the heels 

Of the whole body of their troop that ſtood 

Within the violent current of the ſtream. 

Their front beleagucr'd *twixt the water and 

The town; ſeeing the flood was grown too deep 

To promiſe them a ſafe retraat; expos'd 

The force of all their ſpirits, (like the laſt 

Expiring gaſp of a ſtrong-hearted man) 

Upon the hazard of one charge; but were 

Oppreſs'd and fell. Ihe reſt that could not ſwim, 

Were only drown'd ; but thoſe that thought to *ſcape 

By ſwimming, were by murderers that flank'd 

The level of the flood, both drown'd and lain. 
D'am. Now by my Soul, ſoldier, a brave ſervice. 
Mont. O what became of my dear Charlemont? 
Bor. Walking next day upon the fatal ſhore, 

Among the flaughter'd bodies of their men, 

Which the full ſtomach'd Sea had caſt upon 

The ſands, it was m' unhappy chance to light 

Upon a face, whoſe favor when it liv'd 

My 2foniſh'd mind inform'd me 1 had ſeen, 

He lay in's armour; as if that had been 

His coffin, and the weeping Sea, (like one, 

Whoſe milder temper doth lament the death 

Of him whom in his rage he flew) runs up 

The {hore; embraces him; kiſſes his cheek, 


And rere. They march'd. And coming to a ſtand, 


8 - Whole thunder and lightning made our bulwarks ſhake z 


Goes 
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Goes back again and forces up the ſands 
To bury him; and every time it parts 
Shed tears upon him; till at laſt (as if 
It could no longer endure to ſec the man 
Whom it had ſlain, yet loath to leave him;) with 
A kind of unreſolv'd, unwilling pace, | 
Winding her waves one in another, like 
A man that folds his arms, or wrings his hands 
For grief; ebb'd from the body and deſcends, 
As if it would fink down into the earth, 
And hide itſelf for ſhame of ſuch a deed. 
D'am. And ſoldier, who was this? 
Mont. O Charlemont ! 
Bor. Your fear hath told you that whereof my grief 
Was loath to be the meſſenger. 
Cafta. O God! [ Exit CASTABELLA, 
D'am. Charlemont drown'd | Why how could that be, 
Since it was the adverſe party that received the overthrow ? 
Bor. His forward ſpirit preſs'd into the front; 
And being engag'd within the enemy, 
When they retreated through the riſing ſtream, 
P the violent confuſion of the throng | 
Was overborne, and periſh'd in the flood, 
And here's the ſad remembrance of his life, =—The Scarfe. 
Which for his ſake I will for ever wear. 
Mont. Torment me not with witneſſes of that 
Which I deſire not to believe,.yet muſt. | 
D'am. Thou art a ſcreech- owl; and doſt come i” night 
To be the curſed meſſenger of death. 
Away. Depart my houſe ; or, by my ſoul, 
You'll find me a more fatal enemy 
Thanever was Oſtend. Be gone. Diſpatch, 
Bor. Sir, twas my love. 
D'am. Your love to vex my heart with that I hate? 
Hark, do you hear? you knave ? 
O th art a moſt delicate ſweet eloquent villain ! 
Bor. Was't not well counterfeited ? 
D'am. Rarely... egone. I will not hear reply. 
Bor. Why then farewell, I will not trouble you. exit. 
D'am. So; the foundation's laid. Now by degrees, 
The work will riſe and Won be perfected. 
O this uncertain ſtate of mortal man ! | 
| Bel. 
/ 
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Bel. What then? it is th' inevitable fate 
Of all things underneath the Moon. 

D'am. Tis true 
Brother, for health's ſake, overcome your grief. 

Mont. I cannot fir. I am incapable 
Of comfort. My turn will be next. I feel 
Myſelf not woll. 

D'am. You yield too much to grief. 

Lang. All men are mortal. The hour of death is uncer- 
tain. Age makes ſickneſs the more dangerous. And grief 
is ſubject to diſtraction. You know not how ſoon you 
may be depriv'd of the benefit of ſenſe. In my under. 
ſtanding, therefore, you ſhall do well if you be fick to ſet 

r ſtate in preſent order. Make your will. 
D'am. I have my wiſh---Lights for my brother. 
Mont. I'll withdraw awhile; ; 
And crave the honeſt counſel of this man. 
Bel. With all my heart, I pray attend him fir. 
[Eons MoNTFERRERS and SNUFFE, 
This next room, pleaſe your Lordſhip. 
D'am. Where you will. | | 
[ Exeunt BELFOREsST and D' AMVILLE. 

Leuid. My D gone. Come, ſon. Miſtreſs Cata- 
plasma, come; we'll up into her chamber. I'd fain ſee how 
ſhe entertains the expectation of her huſband's bedfellow- 
ſhip. 

Rou. Faith howſo:ver ſhe entertains it, I ſhall hardly 
pleaſe her; therefore let her reſt, | 

Le::id. Nay, pleaſe her hardly and you pleaſe her belt. 

[ Exeunt. 
Enter three SERVANTS drunk drawing in FRESCO. 


1. Ser. Boy! fill (ome drink, Boy. 

Fres. Enough, good Sir; not a drop more by this light. 

2. Not by this light? Why then put out the candles 
and we'll drink in the dark and t'wut old boy, 

Fres. No, no, no, no, no. 

3. Why then take thy liquor. A health Freſco, [#nctt. 

Fres. Y our health will make me ſick, Sir? 

2. Then 't ill bring you o' your knees, I hope, Sir. 

Fres. May I not ſtand and pledge it, Sir? 

2. I hope you will do as we do. 

Fres. Nay then indeed 1 muſt not ſtand, for you _ 


3 


vel, 


not. 
Vell 
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3. Well ſaid, old boy. } 

Freſ. Old boy, you'll make me a young child anon; 
for if I contiaue this, I ſhall ſcarce be able to go alone. 

1. My body is as weak as water, Freſco. 

Freſ. Good reaſon, fir, the beer as ſent all the malt 
into your brain, and left nothing but the water in your body, 
Enter D'*AMvILLE and BORATIO, cloſely obſerving their 

drunkenneſs. 

D'am. Boratio, ſeeſt thoſe fellows ? 

Ber. Yes, my Lord. | 

D'am Their drunkenneſs, that ſeems ridiculous, 

Shall be a ſerious inſtrument to bring 
Our ſober purpoſes to their ſucceſs. 

Bor. I am prepar'd for the execution, fir. 

D'am. Caſt off this habit, and about it ſtraight. 

Bor. Let them drink healths, and drown their brains 

i the flood; | . 
I'll promiſe them they ſhall be pledg'd in blood. [Exit. 

1. Vou h' left a damnable ſnuff here. | 

2. Do you take that in ſnuff, ſir? 

1. You are a damnable rogue then. [ together Ly the ears. 

D'am. Fortune, I honor thee, My plot ſtill riſes 
According to the model of my own deſires. | 
Lights for my brother... What have you drank yourſelves 
mad, you knaves? 

1. My Lord, the Jacks abus'd me. 

D'am. I think they are the Jacks, indeed, that have 
abuſed thee. Doſt hear? that fellow is a proud knavces 
he has abus'd thee: As thou goeſt over the fields, by and 
dy, in lighting my brother home, I'll tell thee what *ſha't 
do. Knock him. over the pate with thy torch, I'll bear 
thee out in't. 

I. I will ſinge the gooſe, by this torch. [ Exit. 

D'am. Doſt hear, fellow? Seeſt thou that proud knave? 
I have given him a leſſon for his ſaucincefs. H'as wrong'd 
thee—P ll tell thee what ſhall't do: As we go over the 
fields, by and by, clap him ſuddenly o'er the coxcembe 
with thy torch, I'Il bear thee out in't. 

2. I will make him underſtand as much. [Extt, 


Enter LANGUEBEAU SNUFFE. 
5 Now, Monſieur Snuffe, what has my brother 


Lang. 
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Lang. Made his will, and by that will made you his 
heir; with this proviſo, that as occaſion ſhall hereafter 
move him, he may revoke or alter it when he pleaſes. 

D*am. Yes. Let him if he can.—— I'll make ſure from 


his reckoning. Ao the [ Afede, 


Enter MonTFERRERS and BELFOREST, attended with 
lights. 


Mont. Brother, now good night. 

D'am. The ſky is dark, we'll bring you o'er the fields. 
Who can but ſtrike, wants wiſdom to maintain: ' 
He that ſtrikes ſafe and ſure, has heart and brain. [ Exeunt, 

Enter CASTABELLA, alone. \ 

Caſta, O love! thou chaſte affection of the ſoul, 
Without th' adulterate mixture of the blood. 
That virtue which to goodneſs addeth good: | 
The minion of heaven's heart. Heaven! is't my fate 
For loving that thou lov'ſt to get thy hate ? | 
Or was my Charlemont thy choſen love? 
And therefore haſt receiv'd him to thyſelf? 
Then I confeſs thy anger's not unjuſt. 
I was thy rival. Yet to be divorc'd by | 
From love, has been a puniſhment enough, | 
{ weet heaven) without being married unto hate, | 
Hadſt thou been plcas d: O double miſery? 
Yet ſince thy pleaſure hath inflicted it, 
If not, my heart, my duty ſhall ſubmit. 


Enter LxUtDUlCia, RousARD, CATAPLASMA, So- 
QUETTE and F RESCO, with a lanthorn, 


Leu. Miſtreſs Cataplaſma, good night. I pray when 
your man has brought you home, let him return and light 

me to my houſe? | 

Cata. He ſhall inſtantly wait on your ladyſhip. 

Leu. Good. Mrs Cataplaſma, for my ſervants are al 
drunk; I cannot be beholding to them for their attend- 
ance. | 

[Exeunt CATAPLASMA, SOQUETTE, and FRESCO. 

O! here's your bride. 
Rouſ. And melancholy too, methinks. 

Leu. 


I 
. 


N. 
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Leu. How can ſhe chooſe ? your ſickneſs will 
Diftaſte th expected ſweetneſs of the night. 
That makes her heavy. | 
Rouf. That ſhould make her light. 
Leu. Look you to that. 
Calla. What ſweetneſs ſpeak you of? 
The ſweetneſs of night conſiſts in reſt. 
Reuſ. With that ſweetneſs thou ſhalt be ſurely bleſt, 
Unleſs my groaning wake thee. Do not moan, 
Leu. Sh'd xather you would wake, and make her groan. 
Rouſ. Nay, *trath ſweetheart I will not trouble thee. 
Thou ſhalt not loſe thy maidenhead to night. 
Caſia. O might that weakneſs ever be in force ; 
I never would deſire to ſue divorce! 
Rivſ. Wilt go to bed? 
Caſla. J will attend you, Sir. 
Rauſ. Mother, good night. 
Leu. Pleaſure be your bed-fellow. 
[ Exeunt ROUSARD and CASTABELLA, 
Why ſure their generation was aſleep, 
When ihe begot thoſe dormice; that ſhe made 
Them up ſo weakly and imperfectly. 
One wants deſire, the t'other ability. 
When my affection even with their cold bloods 
(As ſnow rub'd through an active hand, does make 
The fleſh to burn) by agitation is | 
Inflam'd. 1 could unbrace and entertain 
The air to cool it, 


Enter SEBASTIAN. 


Seba. That but mitigates 
The heat: rather embrace and entertain 
A younger brother; he can quench the fire. 

Leu. Can you ſo, Sir? now I beſhrew your ear, 
Why, bold Sebaſtian, how dare you approach 
do near the preſence of your difpleas'd father? 

Seba. Under the protection of his preſent abſence, 

Leu. Belike you knew he was abroad then. 

Seba. Yes. | | 
Let me encounter you ſo; I'll perſuade 
Your means to reconcile me to his love. 

Leu. Is that the way? I underſtand you not; 
But for your recoricilement, meet me at home; 
I'll ſatisfy your ſait, | | 

E % Seba. 
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Seba. Within this half hour? [ Exit SEBASTIAN. 

Leu. Or within this whole hour. When you will.— 
A luſty blood! *has both the preſence and the ſpirit of a 
man — l like the freedom of bis behaviour. —Ho—Seba- 

ian! Gone? ' Has ſet my blood o'boiling in my veins, 
And now (like water pour'd upon the ground, that mixes 
itſelf with ev'ry moiſture it meets) I could claſp with any 
man. 


Enter FRESCO teitha Lanthorns 
O Freſco! Art thou come? If other fail then thou art 


- entertain'd. 
Luſt is a ſpirit, which. whoſoe'er doth raiſe ; 
The next man that encounters boldly, lays. [ Exit, 
Enter Box Acn1o wearily and haſtily over the Stage, with e 
Stone in either Hand. | 
Bor. Such ſtones men uſe to raiſe a houſe upon ; 
But with theſe ſtones I go to ruin one. [ Deſeend;, 


Enter two Servants drunk, fighting with their Torches, 
D*'AMvVILLE, MONTFERRERS, BELFOREST, and LAx- 
GUEBEAU SNUFFE, 


Bel. Paſſion o'me, you drunken knaves, you'll put 
the lights out. | 

D'am. No, my Lord, th'are but in jeſt. 

1/t Serv, -Mine's out. 

D'am. Then light it at his head, that's light enough, 
Foregod.th'are out. You drunken raſcals back and light'em- 

Bel. Tis exceeding dark. [ Exeunt Servants. 

D'am. No matter, I am acquainted with the way. 
Your hand—let's eaſily walk—Þ11 lead you till they come. 

Mont. My ſoul's oppreſs'd with grief. It lies heavy at | 
my heart—O my departed ſon | ere long I ſhall be wi'h 
thee. [D'amviLLE thruſts him down into the gravel pit, 


D'am. Mercy, God forbid. . 
Mont. O! ol ol 

D'am. Now all the hoſt of heaven forbid. Knaves! ( 
Rogues!— | | 4 ] 

Bel. Pray God he be not hurt! he's fall'n into the . 
gravel pit, l 

D'am. Brother! dear Brother! Raſcals ! Villains! b 
Knaves! [ Enter the Servants with lights. 


Eternal 
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Eternal darkneſs damn you , come away. Go round 
about into the gravel pit, and help my brother up. Why 
what a ſtrange unlucky night is this? Is't not my Lord? 
I think that dog that howl'd the news of grief, that fatal 
{kreechowl uſher'd on this miſchief. 


Enter with the murdered Body. 


Lan. Miſchief indeed, my Lord. Your brother's dead. 

Bel. He's dead, 

Ser. He's dead. 

D'am. Dead be your tongues. Drop out mine eye- 
balls, and let envious fortune play at tennis with'em,— 
Have I liv'd to this? Malicious nature! hadſt thou borne 
me blind, thou hadſt yet been ſomething favourable to me. 
No breath? no motion? prithee tell me, heaven, haſt ſhut 
thine eye to wink at murder; or halt put this ſable gar- 
men on to mourn at his death? Not one poor ſpark in 
the whole ſpacious ſky, of ali that endleſs number would 
vouchſafe to ſhine? You viceroys to the king of nature, 
whoſe conſtellations govern mortal births, where is that 
fatal planet rul'd at his nativity ? That might have 
pleas'd to light him out, as well as into the world; unleſs 
it be aſhamed t' have been the inſtrument of ſuch a good 
man's curſed deſtiny. 

Bel. Paſſion trantports you. Recolle& yourſelf. 
Lament him not. Whether our deaths be good 
Or bad; it is not death, but life that tries; 

He liv'd well, therefore, queſtionleſs, well dies. 

D'am. Lis an eaſy thing for him that has no pain to 
talk of patience, Do you think that nature has no feel- 
ing? | | 

Bel. Feeling! Yes, but has ſhe purpoſed any thi 
for nothing? What good receives this body by your — 
Whether is't more unnatural to grieve for him you can- 
not help with it; or hurt yourſelf with grieving, and yet 
grieve in vain? 

D'am. Indeed had he been taken from me like a piece 
of dead fleſh, I ſhould neither have felt it, nor grieved for't: 
But come hither, pray look here—behold the lively tinc- 
ture of his blood! Neither the dropſy nor ganders in't: 
but true freſhneſs of a ſanguine red; for all the fog of this 
black murd'rous night has mix'd with it. For any thing I 
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know, he might have liv'd till doomſday, and have done 
more good than either you or [=O brother! he was of 
ſich a native goodneſs ; as if regeneration had been given 
him in his mother's womb—So harmleſs that rather than 
have trod upon a worm, he would have ſhunn'd the way, 
So dearly pitiful that e'er the poor could aſk his charity 
with dry eyes ,he gave them reilef with tears—with tears 
—yes faith with tears. 
Bel. Take up the corps. For wiſdom's ſake let rea- 
ſoa ſortiſy this weakneſs. , 
Damn. Why what would you have me do? ſooliſh na- 
ture will have her courſe in ſpight of wiſdom; but I have 
een done. All theſe words are but a great wind, and 
now the ſhower of tears has laid it, I am calm again, 
Fou may ſet forward I'll follow you like one that mult 
and would not; 
Lan. Our oppoſition will but trouble him. 
Bel. The grief that melts to tears, by itſelf is ſpent, 
Paſſion reſiſted, grows more violent. [E xit, 


Manet D'AMYVILLE, BoRACHIO, aſcends. 


Dam. Here's a ſweet comedy. It begins with O di 
lentis, and concludes wich ha, ha, he. 

Bor. Ha, ha, he. 

D'am. O my eco! I could ſtand reverberating this 
ſweet muſical air of joy, till I have periih'd my ſound 
lungs with violent laughter | Lonely night raven thou 
halt ſciz'd a carcaſe. 

Ber, Put him out of his pain I lay fo fitly underneath 
the bank from whence he came; that ere his faultering 
tongue could utter double O o, I knock'd out his brains 
with this fair ruby; and had another ſtone juſt of this 
form and bigneſs ready: that I laid with the broken cull 
upon the ground for his pillow, againſt that which they 
thought he. fell and periſh'd. | 

Dam. Upon this ground I'l! build my manor-houſe; 
And this ſhall be the chicſelt corner-ſtone. 

Bor. has crown'd the moſt judicious murder, that 
The brain of man was e'er deliver'd of. 

D'am. I, mark the plot. Not any circumſtance 
That ſtood within the reach of the deſign, 

Of perſons, diſpoſitions, matter, time or place, 
But by this brain of mine, was made 


An 


— 2 


THE ATHEISTS TRAGEDY, 


An inſtrumental help; yet nothing from 
Th' induction to th accompliſhment ſeem'd forc'd, 
Or done o'purpoſe, but by accident. 
Ber Firſt, my report that Char/emont was dead, 
Though falſe; yet covered with a maſk of truth. 
D'am. I, and deliver'd in as fit a time. 
When all our minds fo wholly were poſſeſs'd 
With one affair, that no one could ſuſpect 
A thought implor'd for any ſecond end. 
Bir. Then the preciſian to be ready, when 
Your brother ſpake of death to move his will. 
D'am. His buſineſs call'd him thither, and it fell 
Within his offence, untequeſted to't. 
From him it came religiouſly ; and ſav'd 
Our project from ſuperſtition ; which if I 
Had mov'd had been endanger'd. 
Bor. Then your healths. 
Though ſeeming but the ordinary rites 
And ceremonies due to feſtivals. | 
D'am. Yet us'd by me to make the fervants drunk, 
An inſtrument the plot could not have miſs'd. 
'T was eaſy to ſet drunkards by the cars, 
That had nothing but their torches to fight with ; 
And when thoſe lights were out——— 
Bor. T hen darkneſs did 
Protect the execution of the work, 
Both from prevention and diſcovery. 
D'am. Here was a murder bravely carried, through 
The eye of obſervation, unobſerv'd. 
Bor. And thoſe that ſaw the paſſage of it, made 
The inſtruments yet know not what they did. 
D'am. That power of rule philoſophers aſcribe 
To him they call the ſupreme of the ſtars ; 
Making their influences governors 
Of ſublunary creatures; when their ſelves 
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Are ſenſeleſs of their operations, [Thunder and Lightning. | 
What! dolt ſtart at thunder? Credit my belief, it is a | 
mere effect of nature an exhalation hot and dry, involv'd | | 
within a watry vapour in the middle region of the air; 


W hoſe coldneſs congealing that thick moiſture to a cloud ; 
the angry exhalation ſhut within a priſon of contrary 
quality, ſtrives to be free, and with the violent eruption 
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trough the groſſneſs of that cloud, makes this noiſe we 
ar. 

Ber. Tis a fearſul noiſe. 

D'em. Tis a brave noiſe, and methinks graces our ac- 
cor pliſhed projects, as a peal of ordnance does a triumph. 
It fpeaks encouragement. Now nature ſhows thee how it 
favour'd our performance to forbear this noife when we 
Tet forth; becauſe it ſhould not terrify my brother's going 
Home, which wou'd have daſh'd our purpoſe : To. tors 
tear this lightning in our pallage, Feat it ſhould have 
warn'd him of 4he pitfall, I hen propitious nature 
wink'd at our proceedings ; now it does expreſs how that 
Sorbearance ſavour'd our ſucceſs. 

Bor. You have confirm'd me. For it follows well; 
That nature (ſince herſelf decay doth hate) 

Should favour thoſe that ſtrengthen their Eſtate. 

Da'm. Our next endeavour is (ſince on the ſalſe report 
that Charlimont is dead, depends the fabric of the work) 
to credit that with all the countenance we can. 

Ber. Faith Sir, even let his own inheritance whereof, 
ycu have diſpoſſeſſed him, countenance the act. Spare fo 
much out of that, to give him a fulemnity of funeral— 
It will quit the coſt, and make your apprehenſion of his 
death appear more confident and true. 

D'am.i'll take thy counſel. Now farwell black night; 
Thon beauteous miſtreſs of a murderer # 

To honour thee, that haſt accompliſh'd all, 
Fil wear thy colours at his ures 


Ext:r LEUrDULCiA into ber chamber mann'd by FR$5Co. 


Lin. Thon art welcome into my chamber, Freſco, — 
Prithee hut the door Nay thou miſtakeſt me — 
come in and ſhut it. 

Fref. * Tis ſomewhat late, Madam. 4 

Lev. No matter, I have ſomewhat to ſay to thee.— 
What is not thy miſtreſs towards a huſband yet? 

Frs. Faith, Madam, ſhe has ſuitors ; but they will not 
fait her, methinks. They will not come off luſtily, it 
Teems. 

Ju. They will Hot come on luſtily, thou wouldſt ſay, 

Treſ. 1 mean, Madam, they are not rich enough. 

Lev. But I, Freſco, they are not bold enough Thy 


miſtreſs is of a lively attractive blood, Frzfro, and in ny 
| the 


— I: 00 --. 


THE ATHEISTS TRAGEDY, ze 


ſhe is of my mind for that. A poor ſpitit is poorer than! 
2 poor putſe. Give me a fellow that brings not only 
temptation with him, but has the activity of wit, and 
audacity of ſpirit to apply every word and geſture of a 
woman's ſpeech and behaviour to his own deſire; and 
make her believe ſhe is the ſuitor herſelf. —Nerer give 
back till he has made her yield to it. 

Fres. Indeed among our equals, Madam; but other- 
wiſe we ſhall be put horribly out of countenance. 

Leu. Thou art deceiv'd, Freſco. Ladies are as courteons 
as Yeomen's wives, and methinks they will be more gen- 
tle Hot diet, and ſoft caſe make them; like wax always 
kept warm, more eaſy to take imprefſion.——Prithee 
untie my ſhoe—— What art thou ſhamefac'd too? Go 
roundly to work, man—my leg is not gouty—lt will en- 
dure the feeling I warrant thee. —Come hither, Freſcs, 
thine ear ?f——d'dainty, I miſtook the place -I miſs'd 
thine ear and hit thy lip. 

Fres. Your Ladyſhip has made me bluſh. 

Lew. That ſhows thou art full of luſty blood, and then 
knoweſt not how to uſe it. Let me ſce thy hand— Chon 
wouldſt not be ſhame-fac'd by thy hand, Freſca, — Here's 
a brawny fleſh and a hairy ſkin, both ſigus of an able body. 
I do not like theſe flegmatic, ſmootheſkia'd, ſoft fleſh'd 
fellows they are like candid ſockets, when they begin to 
periſh, which. I would always empty my cloſet of, and give 
them to my chamber -· maid. I have fome ſkill in palmiltry: 


by this line that ſtands directly againſt me, thou ſhouldſt 


be near a good fortune, Frejc2, if thou halt the grace 30 
entertain it. 
Fres, O what is that, Madam, I pray? Y 
Leu. No lefs than the love of a fair lady, if thou doſt 
not loſe her with faint heartedneſs. 
Fres. A lady, Madam! alas, a lady is a great thing, I 
cannct compaſs her. 
Leu. No! Why I am a lady—am I fo great I cannot 
be compaſſed ? Claſp my waiſt am! try? 
Fres. I could find it in my heart, Madam. 
[ SEBASTIAN fnocks within. 
Leu. Udds body, my huſband ! Faint-hearted fool! I 
think thou wert begatten between the North pole, and 
the congeal'd paſſage. Now like an ambitious coward 
that betrays himſelf with fezrſul delay, you muſt fuffer 
tor 
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for the treaſon you never committed—go hide thyſelf be- 
hind yonder arras, inſtantly. [FRESCO hides bimſeif 
Enter SEBASTIAN. 


Sebaſtian! What do you here ſo late? 

Seba. Nothing yet, but I hope I ſhall. [Kiffes ber. 

Leu. You are very bold, 

Seba. And you very valiant—for you meet me at full 
career. 

Leu. You come to have me move your father's recon- 
ciliation-—I'II write a word or two in your behalf. 

Seba. A word or two, Madam! that you do for me, 
will not de contain'd in Jeſs than the compaſs of two 
ſheets. But in plain terms, ſhall we take the opportu- 
nity of privateneſs? 

Lis What to do? 

Seba. To dance the beginning of the world after the 
Engliſh manner. 

Leu. Why not aſter the French or Italian ? 

Seba. Fie, they dance it prepoſterouſly ; backward, 

Leu. Are you ſo active to dance? 

Seba. I can ſhake my heels. 

Len. You are well made for it. 

Seba. Meaſure me from top to toe, you ſhall not find 
me differ much from the true ſtandard of proportion. 
[BELFoOREsST knocks within. 

Leu. I think I am accurs'd. Selaſlian, there's one at 
| the door has beaten opportunity away from us---In brief 
J love thee, and it ſhall not be long before I give thee a 
teſtimony of it To fave thee now from ſuſpicion, do no 
more but draw thy rapier, chafe thyſelf; and when he 
comes in, ruſh by without taking notice of him---01/y 
ſeem to be angry, and let me alone for the reſt. 


Enter BELFOREST, 


Seba Now by the hand of Mercury 
[exit SEBASTIAN, 

Bel. What is the matter, wife? 

Leu. Oh, oh, huſband ! 

Bel. Prithee, what ailſt thou, woman? 

Leu. O feel my pulſe, it beats I warrant you. Be pa- 
tient a little, ſweet huſband; tarry but till my breath comes 
to me again, and JI ſatisfy you. 

Bel. What ails Sebg/fian, Ee looks ſo diſtractedly? 

Lite 
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Scha. How would you have me live? 

D'am. Why turn cryer. Cannot you turn cryer? 

Seba. Ves. 

Dam. Then do fo, you have a good voice for't. 

You are exccllent at crying of a rape. 

Seba. Sir 1 confeſs in particular reſpect to yourſelf, I 
was ſomewhat forgetful—General honeſty poſſels'd me. 

D'am. Go, th'art the baſe corruption of my blood; 
And like a tetter grow'ſt unto my fleſh. | 

Seba. Infli any puniſhment upon me. The ſeverity 
ſhall not diſcourage me, if it be not ſhameful; ſo you'll 
but put money in my purſe. The want of money makes 
a free ſpirit more mad than the poſſeſſion does an uſurer. 

D'am. Not a farthing. 

Seba. Would you have me turn purſe taker? Tis the 
next way to do it. For want is like the rack; it draws a 
man to endanger himſelf to the gallows rather than en- 
dure it. 


Enter CHARLEMONT—D'AMVILLE caunterfeites to take 
him for a Gboſt. 


D'am. What art thou? Stay—aſliſt my troubled ſenſe, 
My apprehenſion will diſtract me. Stay. 

[ LANGUEBEAU SNUFFE avoids him fear fully. 

Seba What art thou? ſpeak. 

Charl. The ſpirit of Charlimont. 

D'am. O ſtay | compoſe mel diſſolve. 

Lan. No, 'tis prophane. Spirits are invifible—'Tis the 
hend in the likeneſs of Charlemont. I will have no con- 
verſation with ſatan. [Exit SNUFFE, 

Seba. 1 he Spirit of Charlemont ? Ill try that. 


[ Strikes, and the Blow's return'd. 
Fotegod thou ſaveſt true, th'rt all ſpirit. 


D'am. Go call the officers. [ Exit D*amvilie. 
Charl. Thou art a villain, and the ſon of a villain, 
Seba. You lye, [ Fight —SEBASTIAN ig down. 


Charl. Have at thee. [ Enter the Ghoſt of MonTFERRERS. 
Revenge, to thee I'll dedicate this work. 
Mont. Hold Charlemont / 
Let him revenge my murder, and thy wrongs, 
To whom the juſtice of revenge belongs, [ Exit, 
F 
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Charl. You torture me between the paſſion of my blood, 
and the religion of my ſoul. [SEBASTIAN rien. 
Seba. A good honeſt fellow. 


Enter D' am VILLE with Officers. 


D'am. What! wounded? apprehend him. Sir, is this 
your ſalutation for the courteſy I did you, when we parted 
Jaſt? You have forgot I lent you a thouſand crowns. 
Firſt, let him anſwer for this riot. When the law is ſatis- 
fied for that, an action for his debt fhall clap him up 
again—l took you for a fpirit, and I'M conjure you before 
I have done. 

Charl. No, I'll turn conjuror. Devil, within this cir- 
cle, in the midſt of all thy force and malice I conjure thee 
do thy worſt, 

D'am. Away with him. 15 

: [Excunt Officers with CHARLEMONT, 

Seba. Sir, I have got a ſcratch or two here for your 
ſake — I hope you'll give me money to pay the ſurgeon. 

Da'm. Borachio, fetch me a thouſand crowns—I am 
content to countenance the freedom of your ſpirit when 
tis worthily employed. A God's name give behaviour 
the full ſcope of generous liberty; but let it not diſperſe 
and fpend itſelf in courſes of unbounded hcence—Here, 
pay for your hurts. [Exit D'a MVILLE, 

Seba. I thank you Sir. Generous liberty 
that is to ſay, freely to beſtow my abilities to honeſt pur- 

oſes. Methinks I ſhould not follow that inſtruction now; 
if having the means to do an honeſt office for an honeſt 
fellow, ſhould neglect it. Charlemont lies in priſon for 
a thouſand crowns—and here I have a thoufand crowns. 
wo tells me it were well done to releaſe Ch lemon. 
But diſcretion ſays I had much ado to come by this; and 
whenthis ſhall be gone IK now not where to finger any more, 
eſpecially if I employ it to this uſe, which is like to endanger 
me into my father's perpetual diſpleafure ; and then I may 
go hang myſelf, or be forced to do that will make another 
ve me the labour. No matter, Charlemont, thou gart 
me my life, and that's ſomewhat of a purer earth than 
gold as fine as it js. *Tis no courteſy, I do thee but thank- 
ulneſs—l owe thee it and I'll pay it. He fought brave- 
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ly, but the officers dragg'd him villainouſly — Arrant 
knaves! for uſing him ſo diſcourteouſly ; may the ſins of 
the poor people be ſo few, that you ſhall not be able to 
ſpare ſo much out of your gettings, as will pay for the 
hire of a lame ſtary'd hackney, to ride to an execution; but 
go a foot to the gallows and be hang'd. May elder bro- 
thers turn good huſbands, and younger brothers get good 
wives ; that there be no need of debt-books, nor uſe of 
ſerjeants. May there be all peace but in the war, and all 
charity but inthe devil ; ſo that the priſons may be turned 
to hoſpitals, though the officers live on the benevolence. 
If this curſe might come to paſs, the world would ſay, 
Bleſſed be he that curteth. 


Enter CHARLEMONT i Priſon, 


Charl, I grant thee, heaven. Thy goodneſs doth command 
Our puniſhments : but yet no further than 
The meaſure of our ſins. How ſhould they elſe 
Be juſt? Or how ſhould that good purpoſe of 
Thy juſtice take effect, by bounding men 


Within the confines of humanity, 


When our afflictions do exceed our crimes ? 
Then they do rather teach the barb'rous world | 
Examples that extend her cruelties 

Beyond their own dimentions; and inſtruct 

Our actions to be more, more barbarous. 

O my afflicted ſoul ! How torment ſwells 

Thy apprehenfion with prophane conceit 
Againſt the ſacred juſtice of my God ? 

Our own conſtructions are the authors of 

Our miſery. We never meaſare our 
Conditions but with men above us in 

Eſtate. So while our ſpirits labour to 

Be higher than our fortunes, th'are more baſe. 
Since all thoſe attributes which make men ſeem 
Superior to us; are man's ſubje&s; and 

Were made to ſerve him. The repining man 
Is of a ſervile ſpirit to deject 

The value of himſelf below their eſtimation. 


Enter SEBASTIAN with the Keeper. 


Seba. Here. Take my ſword. ——How now, my wild 
ſwagg erer? you are tame enough now; ar: vou not? The 
2 penury 
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enury of a priſon is like a ſoft conſumption. *Twill 
bumble the pride of your mortality, and arm your ſoul in 
. compleat patience to endure the weight of affliftion with- 
out feeling it. What! haſt no muſick in thee? Thou 
haſt trebles and baſes enough. Treble injury; and baſe 
uſage. But trebles and baſes make poor muſick without 
means. Thou want'ſt means, doſt What? doſt droop 
art dejeCted ? | | 

Cbarl. No, Sir. I have a heart above the reach 
Of thy moſt violent maliciouſneſs. 

. A fortitude in ſcorn of thy contempt ; 

(Since fate is pleas'd to have me ſuffer it) 

That can bear more than thou haſt power t'inflict. 
] was a baron. That thy father has 575 
Depriv'd me of. In ſtead of that, I am 
Created king. I've loſt a ſignory, 

That was confin'd within a piece of earth ; 

A wart upon the body of the world. 

But now I am an emp'ror of a world. 

This little world of man. My paſſions are 

My ſubjects; and I can command them laugh; 
Whilſt thou doſt tickle *em to death with miſery. 

Seba. *Tis bravely ſpoken ; and I love thee for it. Thou 
lieſt here for a thouſand crowns. Here are a thouſand to 
redeem thee. Not for the ranſom of my life thou gav'ſt 
me. That J value not at one crown, Tis none of my 
deed. Thank my father for it. Tis his goodneſs. Yet 
he looks not for thanks. For he does it under hand ; out 
of a reſerv'd diſpoſition to do thee good without oſtenta- 
tion. 
Out of great heart you'll refus't now; will you? 

Charl. No, Since I muſt ſubmit myſelf to fate; I ne- 
ver will neglect the offer of one benefit; but entertain 
them as her favours ; and th' inductions to ſome end of 
_ fortune. As whoſe inſtrument; I thank thy cour- 
teſy. 
Seba, Well, come along. [ Exeunt, 


Enter D'AMVILLE end CASTABELLA. 


D'am. Daughter you do not well to urge me. I 
Ha' done no more then juſtice. Char/emont 


Shall die and rot in priſon ; and 'tis juſt, 


| Caſia. 
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Cafla. O father! Mercy is an attribute 

As high as juſtice ; an eſſential part 

Of his unbounded goodneſs, whoſe divine 

Impreſſion, form, and image man ſhould bear. 

And (methinks) man ſhould love to imitate 

His mercy ; fince the only countenance 

Of juſtice, were deſtruction ; if the ſweet 

And loving favour of his mercy did | 

Not mediate between it and our weakneſs. 
D'am. Forbear. You will diſpleaſe me. He ſhall rot. 
Caa Dear Sir! Since by your greatneſs you 

Are nearer heav'n in place; be nearer it 

In goodneſs. Rich men ſhould tranſcend the poor, 

As clouds the earth ; rais'd by the comfort of 

The ſun, to water dry and barren grounds. 

If neither the impreſſion in your foul 

Of goodneſs ; nor the duty of your place, 

As goodneſs ſubſtitute, can move you ; then 

Let nature, which in ſavages, in beaſts, 

Can ſtir to pity, tell you that he is 

Your kinſman. 
D'am. You expoſe your honeſty 

To ſtrange conſtruction : why thould you ſo urge 

Releaſe tor Charlemont? Come, you profeſs 

More nearneſs to him than your modeſty 

Can anſwer. You have tempted my ſuſpicion. 

[ tell thee he ſhall ſtarve, and dye, and rot. 


Enter CHARLEMONT and SEBASTIAN. 


Charl, Uncle, I thank you. 
D'am. Much good do it you»=Who did releaſe him? 


Seba. I. [ Exit CASTABELLA. 
D'am. You are a villain. 
Seba. You are my father. [Exit SEBASTIAN, 


D'am. 1 muſt temporize. 
Nephew, had not his open freedom made 
My diſpoſition known ; I would have borne 
The courſe and inclination of my love 
According to the motion of the ſun, 
Inviſibly enjoyed and underſtood. 
Cher: That ſhows your good works are directed to 
No othes end than goodneſs. I was raſh, 
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I muſt confeſs. But 
D'am. I will excuſe you. 
To loſe a father, and (as you may think) 
Be diſinherited, it muſt be granted, 
Are motives to impatience, But for death, 
Who can avoid it ? And for his eſtate, 
In the uncertainty of both your lives, 
*T was done diſcreetly, to confer it upon 
A known ſucceſſor ; being the next in blood. 
And one, dcar nephew, whom in time to come 
You ſhall have cauſe to thank. 1 will not be 
Your diſpoſſeſſor, but your guardian. 
J will ſupply your father's vacant place, 
To guide your green improvidence of youth ; 
And make you ripe for your inheritance. 
Carl. Sir, I embrace your gen'rous promiſes. 
Euter Rous AR fuck, and CASTABELLA. 
Rouſa. Embracing ! | behold the object that 
Mine eye affects. Dear couſin Charlemont. 
D'am. My elder fon ! he meets you happily. 
For with the hand of our whole family 
We mterchange th' indenture of our loves. 
Charl. And | accept it. Yet not joyfully 
Becauſe y' are ſick. 
D'am. Sir; his afſection's ſound, 
Though he be ſick. 
Nouſa. dick indeed. 
A gen'ral weakneſs did ſurpriſe my health 
The very day I married Ca/tabella. 
As if my lickneſs were a puniſhment, 
T hat did arreſt me for ſome injury 
I then committed. Credit me, my love, 
J pity thy ill fortune to be match'd 
With ſuch a weak unpleaſing bedfellow. 
Cala. Believe me dir; it never troubles me. 
I] am as much reſpectleſs to enjoy 
duch pleaſure as ignorant what it is. 
Charl. Thy ſex's wonder. Unhappy Charlemont, 
D'am. Come, let's to ſupper. There. we will confim 
I he eternal bond of our concluded love. Exil. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. Scerxe I. 


Enter CATAPLASMA and SoQUETTE With Needle-work, 


Cata. Come Soguette; your work! let's examine your 
work. What's here ? a medlar with a plumb- tree gro- 


ing hard by it; the leaves of the plumb-tree falling off; 


the gum iſſuing out of the periſhed joints; and the 
branches of ſome of them dead, and ſome rotten; and 
yet but a young plumb- tree. In good ſooth, very pretty. 

Sogu, The plumb-tree (forſooth) grows fo near the 
medlar, that the medlar ſucks and draws all the ſap from 
it: and the natural ſtrength of the ground, fo that it 
cannot proſper, 

Cata. How conceited you are! but here thou halt 
made a tree to bear no fruit. Why 1s that? 

Soqu. There grows a ſavin tree next it forſooth. 

Cata. Forſooth you are a little tov witty in that. 


Enter SEBASTIAN. 


Seba. But this honeyſuckle, winds about this white- 
thorn very prettily and lovingly, ſweet miſtreſs Cataplaſma. 

Cata Monſieur Seba/tian! in good ſooth very uprightly 
welcome this evening. 

Seba. What? moralizing upon this gentlewoman's 
needle- work? let's ſee. 

Cata. No ir, only examining whether it be done to 
the true nature and life of the thing ? 

Sela. Here you have ſet a medlar with a batchelor's- 
button on one ſide; and a ſnail on the other. The bat- 
chelor's-button ſhould have held his head up more pert - 
ly towards the medlar; the ſnail on the other ſide, 
ſhould have been wrought with an artifical lazineſs, 
doubling his tail, and putting out his horn but half the 
length. And thea the medlar falling, as it were, from. 
the lazy ſnail, and inclining towards the pert batchelor's- 
button ; their branches ſpreading and winding one with- 
in another as if they did embrace. But here is a moral. 
A pop- 
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A poppring pear-tree growing upon the bank of a river; 
ſeeming continually to look downwards into the water, 
as if it were enamoured of it! and ever as the fruit ripens, 
lets it fall for love, as it were, to her lap. Which the wan- 
ton ſtream, like a ſtrumpet, no ſooner receives but ſhe 
carries it away, and beſtows it upon ſome other creature 
ſhe maintains : ſtil] ſeeming to play and dally under the 
poppring, ſo long, that it has almoſt waſhed away the 
earth from the root ; and now the poor tree ſtands as if 
it were ready to fall and periſh by that whereon it ſpent 
all the ſubſtance it had. 

Cata. Moral for you that love thoſe wanton running 
waters. 

Seba. But is not my Lady Leuidulcia come yet? 

Cata. Her purpoſe promiſed us her company ere this. 
Lirie ! your lute and your book. | 

Seba. Well ſaid. A leſſon on the lute to entertain the 
time with till ſhe comes. 

Cata. Sol, fa, mi, la ——Mi, mi mi. — Precious! 
doeſt not ſee mi between the two crotchets ? Strike me 
full there. So forward. This is a ſweet 
ſtrain, and thou fingereſt it beaſtly. Mi is a large there; 
and the prick that ſtands before mz, a long; always halve 
your note.-—Now— Run your diviſion pleaſingl) 
with thoſe quavers. Obſerve all your graces in the touch. 
Here is a ſweet cloſe . ſtrike it full, it ſets off your mu- 
fick delicately. 


Enter LAXGUEBEAU SNUFFE axd LEUEDULCIA. 


Lang. Purity be in this houſe. 

Cata. It is now entered; and welcome with your good 
ladyſhip. 

Seba. Ceaſe that muſick. Here is a ſweeter inſtrument. 

Leuid. Reſtrain your liberty, See you not Snuffe ? 

Seba. What does the ſtinkard here? put Snuff out. He 
is offenſive. 

Leuid. No. The credit of his company defends my be- 
ing abroad from the eye of ſuſpicion. 

Cata. Will it pleaſe your ladyſhip to go up into the 
Cloſet ? There are thoſe fallies and tyres I told you of. 

Leuid, Monſieur Snuffe, I ſhall requeſt your patience. 
My ſay will not be long. Exit with Sebaſt. 

Lang. 
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Lang My duty Madam. Falles and tyers? I begin 
to ſuſpe& what falles and tyres you mean. My lady and 
Sebaſtian the fall and the tyre, and I the ſhadow. I per- 
ceive the purity of my converſation is uſed but for a pro- 
perty to cover the uncleanneſs of their purpoſes. The 
very contemplation of the thing, makes the ſpirit of the 
fleſh begin to wriggle in my blood. And here my deſire 
has met with an object already. This gentlewoman, me- 
thinks, ſhould be ſwayed with the motion ; living in a 
houſe where moving example is ſo common. Tempta- 
tion has prevailed over me ; and I will attempt to make 
it overcome her. Miſtreſs Catsplaſma / My lady, it 
ſeems, has ſome buſineſs that requires her ſtay. The 
fairneſs of the evening invites me into the air; will it 
pleaſe you give this gentlewoman leave to leave her work, 
and walk a turn or two with me for honeſt recreation ? 

Cata. With all my heart, Sir. Go, Soquette; give ear to 
his inſtructions; you may get underſtanding by his com» 
pany I can tell you. 

Lang. In the way of holineſs ; miſtreſs Cataplaſma. 

Cata, Good Monſieur Snuff ! I will attend 
your return. 

Lang. Your hand, gentlewoman, 

The fleſh is humble till the ſpirit move it; 
But when *tis rais'd it will command about it. Exeunt; 


Enter DAMvIIIE, CHARLEMONT, and BoRAc RTO. 


D'am. Vour ſadneſs and the ſickneſs of my ſon, 
Have made our company and conference 
Leſs free and pleaſing than I purpoſed it. 
Char. Sir; for the preſent 1 am much unfit 
For converſation or ſociety. 
With pardon I will rudely take my leave. 
D'am, Good night, dear nephew. Exit Charlemant. 
Sceſt thou that ſame man? | 
Bora, Your meaning fir ? 
D'am. That fellow's life, Borachio, 
Like a ſuperfluous letter in the law, 
Endangers our aſſurance. 
Bora. Scrape him out, 
D'am. Weuld do it ? 
Bora. Give me your purpoſe, I will do it, 
G D'am. 
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D'am. Sad melancholy has drawn Gharlemont, 
With meditations on his father's death, 
Into the ſolitary walk behind the church. 
Bora. The church-yard? This the fitteſt place for death; 
Perhaps he is praying. Then he's fit to die. 
We'll ſend him charitably to his grave. 
D'am. No matter how thou tak'ſt him. Firſt take this. 
[gives him @ piſtol, 
Thou knoweſt the place, obſerve his paſſages; | 
And with the moſt advantage make a ſtand; 
That favoured by the darkneſs of the night, 
His breaſt may fall upon thee at fo near 
A diſtance, that he ſhall not ſhun the blow. 
The deed once done, thou may'ſt retire with ſafety. 
The place is unfrequented ; and-his death 
Will be imputed to the attempt of thieves. | 
Borg. Be careleſs. Let your mind be free and clear. 
This piſtol ſhall diſcharge you of your fear. [exit, 
D'am. But let me call my projects to account, 
For what effect and end I have engaged 
Myſelf in all this blood? To leave a ſtate 
To the ſucceſſion of my proper blood. 
But how ſhall that ſucceſſion be continued? 
Not in my elder ſon, I fear; diſeaſe 
And weakneſs have diſabled him for iſſue. 
For the other; his looſe humour will endure 
No bond of marriage. And I doubt his life; 


His ſpirit is ſo boldly dangerous, 

O pity that the profitable end 

Of ſuch a proſperous murder ſhould be loſt! 

Nature forbid. I hope I have a body, 

That will not ſuffer me to loſe my labour, 

For want of iſſue, yet. But then it mult be 

A baſtard. ----Tovſh ; they only father baſtards, 

That father other men's begettings. Daughter 

Be it mine own; let it come whence it will, 

] am reſolv'd. Daughter [Enter SERVANT. 
Serv. My Lord. | 
D'am. | prithee call my Daughter, [ Enter CAs rA. 
Caſta. Y our pleaſure; Sir. 
Dam. Is thy Huſband in bed? 
Caſia. Yes, my Lord. 

Dan. 
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am. The evening is fair. I prithee walk a turn or 
two. 
Cafla. Come Jaſper. 
D'am. No, 7 


We'll walk but to the corner of the church; 

And I have ſomething to ſpeak privately. 
Cana. No matter, ſtay. [exit Servant. 
D'am This falls out happily. Exeunt. 


Enter CHARLEMONT, Borachio dogging him in the Church” 
yard, The clock ſtrikes (twelve. 


Chari, Twelve. 

Bora. Tis a hour, *twill ſtrike one anon. | 

Charl. How fit a place for contemplation is this dead 
of night, among the dwellings of the dead.-- This grave.— 
Perhaps the inhabitant was in his life time the poſſeſſor of 
his own deſires, Yet in the midſt of all his greatneſs and 
his wealth, he was leſs rich and leſs contented, than in 
this poor piece of earth, lower and leſſer than a cottage. 
For here he neither wants nor cares. Now that his body 
ſavours of corruption ; he enjoys a ſweeter reſt than ever 
he did amongſt the ſweeteft pleaſures of this life. For 
here, there is nothing troubles him. And there. Inthat 
grave lies another. He, perhaps, was in his life as full 
of miſery as this of happnieſs. And here is an end of both. 
Now both their ſtates are equal. O that man, with ſo 
much labour ſhould aſpire to worldly height; when in 
the humble earth, the world's condition is at the beſt! Or 
ſcorn inferior men ; ſince to be lower than a worm, is to be 
higher than a King ! | 

Bora. Then fail and rife. Dſcharges. Gives false fire. 

Chart. What villain's hand was that? fave thee or thou 
ſhalt periſh, They fight. 

Bora. Lounds! unſaved, I think. falls, 

Charl, What? Have | killed him? whatſoc'er thou 
be'ſt, | would thy hand had proſpered. For I was unfit to 
live, and well prepared to die. What ſhall I do? accuſe 
myſelf. Submit me to the law, and that will quickly end 
this violent increaſe of miſery. But it is a murder to be 
acceſſary to mine own death. | will not, 1 will take this 
opportunity tv eſcape, it may be, heaven reſerves me to 
ſome better end. (exit Charlemont. 


(3 2 Enter 


5¹ nt ATHEIST TRAGEDY. 


Enter Suurrr and SOQUETTE into the church yard, 


Soqu. Nay, good fir ; I dare not. In good ſooth I come 
of a generation both by father and mother, that were all 
as fruitful as coſtard mongers wives. | 

Snuff” Tuſh then, a timpany is the greateſt danger can 
be feared, Their fruirfulneſs turns but to a certain kind 
of phlegmatic windy diſeaſe. 

_ _  Soqu, | muſt put my underſtanding to your truſt, ſir; I 
would be loath to be deceived. 

Snuff. No, conceive; thou ſhalt not. Yet thou ſhalt 
profit by my inſtruction too. My body is not every day 
drawn dry wench. 

Sogu. Yet methinks fir, your want of uſe, ſhould rather 
make your body like a well, the leſſer it is drawn, the 
ſooner it grows dry. | 

Snuff. Thou ſhalt try that inſtantly. 

Soqgu. But we want place and opportunity. | 

Snuff. We have both. This is the back fide of the houſe 
which the ſuperſtitious call Saint Minifred's church; and 
is verily a convenient unfrequented place. Where under 
the cloſe curtains of the night E : IR 

Sogu. You e in the dark to make me light. 

2 pape, out a ſheet, @ hair, and a beard. 
But what have you there ? 

Snuff. This diſguiſe is for ſecurity ſake, wench. T here 
is a talk thou knoweſt, that the ghoſt of old Mont ferrert 
walks. In this church he was buried. Now if any ſtranger 
fall upon us before our buſineſs be ended ; in this diſguiſe 
I ſhall be taken for that ghoſt, and never be called to exa- 
mination I warrant thee, Thus we ſhall eſcape both 
prevention and diſcovery. How do I look in this habit, 
wench ? 

$29. So like a ghoſt, that notwithſtanding I have ſome 
fore Eater, of you, you make my hair ſtand almoſt 
an end, 

Snuff, I will try how I can kiſs in this beard, O fie, 
fie, fie. I will put it off; and then kiſs ; and then put it 
on. I can do the reſt without kiſſing. i 
Enter CRARIZMONT doubtfully with bis 9word drawn, is 

upon them before they are aware, They run out divers ways, 

end leave the disguise. 


Cbarl. What have we here ? a ſheet? a hair? _ 
0 | y a 
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What end was this diſgniſe intended for? No matter 
what, PII not expoſtulate the purpoſe of a friendly acci- 
dent; perhaps it may accommodate my eſcape.— fear I 
am purſued, For more aſſurance I'll hide me here in the 
charnel houſe, this convocation-houſe of dead mens ſculls. 
To get into the charnel-houſe, he takes hold of a Death's 
Head—it flips and flaggers him. 

Death's head, deceiv'ſt my hold? duch is the truſt to all 
mortality, [| Hides himſelf in the Charnel-houje. 


Enter D'amviiitk and CASTABELLA® 


caſſa. My TI ord, the night grows late--- Your Lord- 
ſh ip ſpake of ſomething you defired to move in private. 

D'am. Yes, Now rit ſpeak it The argument is love. 
The ſmalleſt ornament of thy ſweet form (that abſtract of 
all pleaſure) can command the ſenſes into paſſion; and 
thy entire perfection is my object; yet I love thee with 
the freedom of my reaſon—l can give thee reaſon tor my 
love. 

Cafia. Love me! my Lord, I do believe it, for I am 
the wife of him you love. ; 

D'am. *Tis true—=By my perſuaſion thou wert forc'd 
to marry one unable to perform the office of a huſband —TI 
was author of the wrong—my conſcience ſuffers under it, 
and I wonld diſburden it by ſatisfaction, 

C. How? 
D'am. I will ſupply that pleaſure to thee, which he 
cannot, 
Caſta. Are you a devil or a man? | 
D'am. A man, and ſuch a man as can return thy en- 
tertainment with as prodigal a body, as the covetous de- 
ſire of woman ever was delighted with; ſo, that beſides 
the full p-rformance of thy empty huſband's duty, thou 
ſhalt have the joy of children to continue the ſucceſſion of 
thy blood. For the appetite that ſteals her pleaſure, 
draws the forces of the body to an united ſtrength; and 
puts them altogether into action, never fails of procrea- 
tion. All the purpoſes of man aim but at one of thefe 
two ends, pleaſure or profit ; and in this one ſweet con- 
junction of our loves, they both will meet, Would it not 
ow thee that a ftranger to thy blood, ſhould lay the 
foundation of his houſe upon the ruins of thy family:? 
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Caffa. Now heaven defend me! May my memory be 
utterly extinguiſhed, and the heir of him that was my 
father's enemy, raiſe his eternal monument upon our 
ruins; ere the greateſt pleaſure or the greateſt profit, ever 
tempt me to continue it by inceſt, 

D'am. Inceſt! tuſh, theſe diſtances affinity obſerves, 
are articles of bondage caſt upon our freedoms by our own 
ſubjections. Nature allows a general liberty of genera- 
tion to all creatures elſe. Shall man, to whoſe command and 
uſe all creatures were made ſubject, be leſs free than they? 

Cata. O God! is thy unlimitted and infinite omnipotence 
leſs free becauſe thou doſt no ill? or if you argue merely 
out of nature, do you not degenerate from that ? and are 
you not unworthy the prerogative of nature's maſter-piece, 
when baſely you preſcribe yourſelf authority and law from 
their examples whom you ſhould command? 1 could 
confute you; but the horror of the argument confounds 
my underſtanding. 

Cafta, Sir, I know you do but try me in your ſon's 
behalf, ſuſpecting that my ſtrength and youth of blood 
cannot contain themſelves with impotence, ——— 
Believe me, Sir, I never wronged him—Lf it be your 
luſt, O quench it on their proſtituted fleſh, whole trade 
of fin can pleaſe deſire with more delight and leſs of- 
fence. The poiſon of your breath, evaporated from 
fo foul a ſoul, infects the air more than the damps that 
riſe from bodies but half rotten in their graves. 

D'am. Kiſs me—lI warrant thee my breath is ſweet. — 
Theſe dead mens bones lie here of purpoſe to invite us to 
ſupply the number of the living—Come, we'll get young 
bones and do it—I will enjoy thee, No ?—nay then, in- 
voke your ſuppoſed protector - will do it. 

Cafla, Suppos'd pꝛotector— Are you an atheiſt ? then 

I know my prayers and tears are ſpent in vain, 
O patient heaven ! why doſt thou not expreſs thy wrath 
in thunder-bolts, to tear the frame of man in pieces! 
How can earth endure the burthen of this wickednels 
without an earthquake? or the angry face of heav'n be not 
inflam'd with lightning? 

D'am. Conjure up the devil and his dam; cry to the 

aves, the dead can hear thee; invocate their help. 

Cafta. O would this grave might open, and my body 


were bound to the dead carcaſe of a man for ever, ere it 
entertain the luſt of this deteſted villain. . 
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Dam. Tereas-like, thus I will force my paſſage to—— 

Charl, The devil. 

CHARLEMONT riſes in the diſguiſe and frigbis D'Au- 

VILLE away. | 
Now lady, with the hand of Charlemont, I thus redeem 
you from the arm of luſt My Caſlabella ! 

Cafta. My dear Charlemont ] 

Charl. For all my wrongs, I thank thee, gracious hea- 
ven, thou haſt made me ſatisfaction, to reſerve me for 
this bleſſed purpoſe. Now ſweet death, I'll bid thee wel- 
come, Come, I'll guard thee home, and then I'll caſt 
myſelf into the arms of apprehenſion ; that the law may 
make this worthy work the crown of all my actions, be- 
ing the beſt and laſt. 

C . The laſt ! the law!---Now heaven forbid ! what 
have you done? 

Charl, Why, I have Kill'd a man; not murdered him, 
my Caftabella, he would have murdered me. 

Caſla. Then Charlemont, the hand of heav'n directed 
thy defence. 

That wicked atheift, I ſuſpe& his plot. 

Cbarl. My life he ſeeks—I would he had it ſince he 
has depriv'd me of thoſe bleſſings that ſhould make me 
love it—Come, I'll give it him. 

Cafta. You ſhall not— I will firſt expoſe myſelf to 
certain danger, than for my defence deſtroy the man that 
ſav'd me from deſtruction. 

Char]. Thou canſt not ſatisfy me better than to be the 
inſtrument of my releaſe from miſery. | 

Caſta, Then work it by eſcape—Leave me to his pro- 
tection that ſtill guards the innocent; or I will be a part- 
ner in your deſtiny. 

Charl. My ſoul is heavy - Come, lie down to reſt ; 
Theſe are the pillows whereon men ſleep belt. 

[ They lie down with * of them a Death's head for a 
illotu. 


Enter SNUFEE ſething SOQQUETTE. 


Snuff. Sequette / Soquette! Sognette ! O art thou there ?— 
He miſtakes the Body of BORACHIO for SOQUETT 8- 
Verily thou lyeſt in a fine premeditate readineſs for the 
purpole—Come kiſs me, ſweet Soquette.——Now purity 
defend me from the fin of Sodom, — This is a creature of 
the 


| 

| 
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the maſculine — the man is blaſted, 
Yes, cold and (tiff? Murder, murder, murder. Exit. 


Enter D' amv1LLE diftraftedly —flarth at the fight of a 
| Death's head. 


D' am. Why doſt thou ſtare at me? thou art not the 
ſcull of him I murdered--- What haſt thou to do to vex 
my conſcience? ſure thou wert the head of a moſt dogged 
uſurer, thou art ſo uncharitable. And that bawde, the 
{kiy, there; ſhe could ſhut the windows and the doors of 
this great chamber of the world, and draw the curtains of 
the clouds between thoſe lights and me about this bed of 
earth, when that ſame ſtumper murder and myſelf com- 
mitted ſin together---Then ſhe could leave us in the dark 
till the cloſe deed was done: But now that I begin to feel 
the loathſome horror of my ſin; and (like a leacher emp- 
tied of his luſt) deſire to bury my face under mine eye- 
brows, and would ſteal from my ſhape unſeen ; ſhe meets 
me in the face with all her light corrupted eyes, to chal- 
lenge payment on me,——OQO behold I yonder's the gholt 
of old Montferrers in a long white ſheet, climbing yon 
lofty mountain to complain to heaven of me.—— aont- 
ferrers ] pox of fearfulneſs, tis nothing but a fair white 
cloud. Why was I born a coward? he lies that ſays fo; 
yet the countenance of a bloodleſs worm might have the 
courage now to turn my blood to water. The trembling 
motion of an aſpen leaf, would make me like the ſhadow 
of that leaf, lie ſhaking under it. I could now commit a 
murder, were it but to drink the freſh warm blood of him 
I murdered . to ſupply* the want and weakneſs of mine 
own, 'tis grown ſo cold and flegmatic, | 

Lang. Murder, murder, murder. I itbin. 
D'am. Mountains overwhelm me! the Ghoſt of old 
Montferrers haunts me. ' 

Lang. Murder, murder, murdes. 

Dam. O were my body circumvoly'd within that cloud; 
that when the thunder tears his paſſage open, it might 
ſcatter me to nothing in the air, 


Enter Languebeau Snuffe with the Watch. 


Lang. Here you ſhall find the murder'd body. 
D'am. Black Beelzebub, and all his hell-hounds come 


to apprehend me 
Lang 
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Lang. No, my good Lord; we come to apprehend tho 
nurderer. The ghoſt, (great Pluto) was a fool; unfit to 
de employed in 2 ſerious bufir.eſs for the ſtate of hell, 
Why ? could not he have ſuffered me to raiſe the moun- 
tain of my ſins with one as damnable as all the reſt; and 
then have tumbled me to ruin? But apprehend me e' en 
between the purpoſe and the act, before it was committed? 

Watch. ls this the murderer ? He ſpeaks ſuſpiciouſly. 

Lang. No, verily : This is my Lord D'amville. And 
his diſtraction, I think, grows out of his grief for the loſs 
of a faithful ſervant. For ſurely I take him to be Borachio 
that is ſlain, | 

D'am. Hah! Borachio ſlain? Thou look'ſt like 
Snuffe, doſt not ? 

Lang. Yes, in ſincerity, my Lord. | 

D'am, Hark thee ?——Saweſt thou not a Ghoſt ? 

5 Lang. A Ghoſt! Where, my Lord ?——I ſmell a 
ox. 

D'am, Here in the church-yard. 

Lang. Tuſh, tuſh; their walking ſpirits are mere 
imaginary fables— There's no ſuch thing in rerum nature, 
Here is a man ſlain— And with the Spirit of conſideration, 
rather think him to be the murderer got into that diſguiſe, 
than any ſuch phantaſtic toy. 

D'am. My brains begin to put themſelves in order 
apprehend thee now. *Tis c'en fo. ——— Zorachis, 
I will ſearch the center but I'll find the murderer, 

Match. Here, here, here. 

D'am. Stay: Aſleep | ſo ſoundly ? and ſo ſweetly upon 
death's heads, and in a place ſo full of fear and horror? 
Sure there is ſome other happineſs within the freedom of 
wh conſcience, than my knowledge ever attained to, 

o, ho! 

Charl. You ate welcome, uncle. Had you ſooner come, 
You had been ſooner welcome. I'm the man 
You ſeek, you ſhal! not need examine me. 
| D'am. My nephew! and my daughter! O my dear 
Lamented blood ! what fate has calt you thus 
Unhappily upon this accident? 

Charl. You know fir, ſhe's as clear as chaſtity, 

D'am; As her own chaſtity, the time; the place; 

All circumſtances argue that unclear. 


Caffe. 
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- Cafta. Sir, I confeſs it; and repentantly 

Will undergo the ſelf-ſame puniſhment, 
That juſtice ſhall infli& on Charlemont. 

C'harl.-Unjuſtly ſhe betrays her innocence. 

Waich, But Sir, ſhe's taken with you; and ſhe muſt 
To priſon with you. 

D'am. There's no remedy. 
Yet were it not my Son's bed ſhe abus'd, 
My land ſhould fly but both ſhould be excus d. Extunt, 


Enter BELFOREST and a Servant. 


Bel. Is not my wife come in yet ? 

Serv. No, my lord. 

Bel. Methinks ſhe's very affectedly inclin'd 
To young Sebaftian's company of late. | 
But jealouſy is ſuch a torment, that 
Lam afraid to entertain it. Yet 
The more I ſhun by circumſtance to meet 
Dire&ly with it, the more ground I find 
To circumvent my apprehenſion, Firſt, 

I know ſhe's a perpetual appetite z 

Which being fo oft encounter'd with a man 
Of ſuch a bold luxurious freedom, as 
Sebaſtian is; and of ſo ptomilſing 

A body : her own blood, corrupted, will 
Betray her to temptation 


Enter Fx ESsco cloſely. 


Freſ. Precious! I was ſent by his lady to fee if her lord 
were in bed, I ſhould have done it flily without diſcovery; 
and now I am blurted upon them before I was — ä 

xil. 

Bel. Know not you the gentle woman, my wife brought 
home? | 
Serv. By ſight, my lord. Her man was here but now. 

Bel. Her man! I prithee run and call him quickly. — 
This v ain, I ſulpeck him ever ſince I found him hid be: 
hind the tapeſtry.— Freſco / thou art welcome, Freſco.— 
Leave us.—Doſt hear, Fre/co / is not my wife at thy Mil. 


treſſes ? 
'Freſco. I know not, my lord, 


Blk 
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Bel. I prithee tell me, Freſco, we are private; tell me, 
is not thy Miſtreſs a good wench? © 

Freſ. How means your lordſhip that? A wench of the 
trade? 

Bel. Yes faith, Freſco ; e'en a wench of the trade. 
Freſ. O no, my lord, thoſe falling diſeaſes cauſe bald- 
neſs; and my miſtreſs recovers the loſs of hair, for ſhe is 
a perriwig-maker. 

Bel. And nothing elſe? 

Fref. Sells falls and tyres, and bodies for ladies, or ſo. 
Bel. So, Sir, and ſhe helps my lady to falls and bodies 
now and then—does ſhe not ? 

on At her !adyſhip's pleaſure, my lord. 

Bel. Her pleaſure, you rogue, you are the pander to her 
pleaſure; you varlet, are you not? you know the convey- 
ances between Sebaſtian and my wife. — Tell me the truth, 
or by this hand, Il nail thy boſom to the earth=ſtir not, 
you dog, but * tell me the truth. 

I O ye! [ Speaks like a Cryer. 
Bel. Is not thy Miſtreſs a bawd to my wife? 
Freſ. O yes! 

Bel. And acquainted with her tricks; and her plots, 
and her devices. | 

Freſ. O yes! If any man, court, city, or country, has 
found my lady Leuidulcia in bed, but my lord Belforeft, 
it is Sebaſtian. | 

Bel. What doſt thou proclaim it? Doſt thou cry it, 
thou villain? | 

Fres, Can you laugh it, my lord? I thought you meant 
to proclaim yourſelf cuckold. 


Enter the Watch, | | 


Bel. The watch ! met with my wiſh—I muſt reque 
the aſſiſtance of your offices. [ FRESCG runs away. 
v'death!—ſtay that villain—purſue him. Exeunt. 


Enter SNUFFE importuning SOQUETTE. 


Soqu. Nay, if you get me any more into the churchyard. 
Snuff. Why Soquette ? I never got thee there yet. 
Soqu. Got me there? No, not with child. 

aha H 2 | Sau. 
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Snuff. 1 promis'd thee J would not, and I was as good 
as my word, 

Soqu. Yet your word was better than your deed ; but 
ſteal, up into the little matted chamber over the left hand. 

Snuff. ] prithee let it be the right hand; thou left'ſt me 
before, and I did not like that. 

Sogu, Precious, quickly—ſo ſoon as my Miftre/s ſhal! be 
in bed I'll come to you. 


Euter SERASTIAN, LEUIDULCIA, and CATAPLASMA, 


Cata. I wonder Freſco ſtays fo long. 

Seba. Miſtreſs Soqguette, a word with yau. { whis/þers. 

Leui, If he brings word my huſband is a bed, I will 
adventure one night's liberty to lie abroad. My ftrange 
affection to this man—*Tis like that natural ſympathy 
which e'en among the fenceleſs creatures of the earth, 
commands a mutual inclination and conſent : For though 
it ſeems to be the free effect of mine own voluntary love; 
yet | can neither reſtrain it, nor give reaſon for it; but 
now 'tis done, and in your power it lies to ſave my ho- 
nour ; or diſhonour me. 

Cata. Enjoy your pleaſure, Madam, without fear—l 
never will betray the truſt you haye committed to me; 
and you wrong yourſelf to let conſideration of the fin mo- 
leſt your conſcience — Methinks it is unjuſt, that a re- 
proach ſhould be inflicted on a woman for offending but 
with one; when tis a light offence in huſbands, to 
commit with many. 

Leui. So it ſeems to me.— Why how now, Sebaftian, 
making love to that Gentlewoman? How many Miß 

ſtreſſes have you i faith? 

Seba. In faith, none; for I think none gf them arc 
faithful, but otherwiſe, as many as clean KHirts. The 
love of a woman is like a muſhroon, it grows in one night, 
and will ſerve ſomewhat pleaſingly next morning to break- 

aſt; but afterwards waxes fulſome and unwholeſome. 

Cata. Nay, by St. Winifred, a woman's love laſts 2 
long as winter fruit. 

Seba. * Tis true, till new come in, By my experience 
no longer. 


Euter 
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Enter Fxnsco running. 


Fres. Some body's doing has undone us; and we are 
like to pay dearly for *t, 

S ebaſt, Pay dear for what) 

Fres, Wil't not be a chargeable reckoning, think you ; 
when here are half a dozen fellows coming to call us to 
account ; with every man a ſeveral bill in his hand, that 
we are not able to diſcharge. [ Knock at the daor. 

Cata. Paſſion o'me. What bouncing's that? Madam! 
withdraw yourſelf. | 

Leuid. Sebaſtian, if you love me, ſave my honour, 

[ Exeunt. 

Seba. What violence is this? What ſeek you ? zZounds | 
you ſhall not paſs. 


Enter BRLToR EST and the Watch. 


Bel. Purſue the trumpet. Villain, give me way; or 
I will make my paſſage through thy blood. 

Seba. My blood will make it ſlippery, my lord, 
Twere better you would take another way. You may- 


hap fall elſe. [They fight. Both ſlain. Sebaltian falls fir/t, 
Seba. I Ms an | [Dies. 


While Belforeſt is faggering, enter LRVUIbuIcIA. 


Leuid. O God! my huſband! my Sehaſtias / Huf 
band! neither can ſpeak; yet both report my ſhame. Is 


this the ſaving of my honour ? when their blood runs out 


in rivers ; and my Juſt the fountain whence it flows? Dear 
huſband ! let not thy departed ſpirit be diſpleaſed, if with 
adulterate lips I kiſs thy cheek. Here | behold the hateful- 
neſs of luſt ; which brings me kneeling to embrace him 
dead, whoſe body living 1 did loath to touch. Now I 
can. But what can tears do good? when | weep only 
water, they weep blood ? but could I make an ocean with 
my tears, that on the flood this broken veſſel of my bo- 
dy, laden heavy with light luſt might ſuffer ſhipwreck, 
and ſo drown my ſhame; then weeping were to purpoſe ; 
but alas ! the ſea wants water enough to waſh away the 
foulneſs of my name. O! in their wounds, I feel my ho- 
nour wounded to the death. Shall I out-live my honour } 
muſt my life be made the world's example? fince it * ; 
then 


— — 
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then thus in deteſtation of my deed z to make the example 
move more forcibly to virtue; thus, I ſeal it with a death 
as full of horror as my life of fin. Stabs herſelf. 


Enter the Watch with CaTariasMaA, FRESCO, Svurrr, 
| and SOQUETTE. 


IFatch. Hold, madam! lord, what a ſtrange nightis this. 
Snuff, May not Saut be ſuffer'd to go out of him- 
ſelf ? | | 
' Watch. Nor you, nor any. All muſt go with us. 
O with what virtue luſt ſhould be withſtood! _ 
Since *tis a fire quench'd ſeldom without blood. Exeur;, 


ACT. V. SCENE I. 


Mupc. A cliſet discovered. A Servant ſlething with lights, 
we end monty before 4 mY 1 


Emer D'AuviIIũ. 


Dam. What, ſleep'ſt thou ? 
Serv. No, my lord: nor ſleep, nor wake; 
But in a ſlumber troubleſome to both. 
D'am. Whence comes this gold ? 
Srv. "Tis part of the revenue 
Due to your lordſhip fince your brother's death. 
D'am. Tobed. Leave me my gold. 
Serv. And me my reſt, 
Two things wherewith one man is ſeldom bleſt. [ Exit, 
D'am, Ceaſe that harſh muſic. W'are not pleas'd 
with it. | [He handles the gold. 
Here ſounds a muſic whoſe melodious touch, 
Like angels voices raviſhes the ſcene. 
Behold thou ignorant aſtronomer, 
Whoſe wandering ſpeculation ſeeks amon 
The planets for mens fortunes ! with — 
Beh«ld thine error, and be plannet ſtruck. 
' Theſe are the ſtars whoſe operations make 
Ihe fortunes and the deſtinies of men. 
Yond” lefler eyes of heav'n. (like ſubjects rais'd 


Into their lotty houſes, when their prince 
PE” Rides 
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Rides underneath th'ambition of their loves) 
Are mounted only to behold the face | 
Of your more rich imperious eminence, 
With unpreveated fight. Unmalk, fair queen; 

| | Unpurſes the gold. 
Vouchſafe their expectations may enioy 
The gracious favour they admire to ſee. 
Theſe are the rs, the miniſters of fate; 
And man's high wiſdom the ſuperior power, 
To which their forces are ſubordinate. [Sleeps. 


Enter the Ghoſt of MonTrERRERs. 


Mont. D'amvills ! With all thy wiſdom th'art a fools 
Not like thoſe fools that we term innocents z 
But a moſt wretched miſerable fool, 
Which inſtantly, to the confuſion of 
Thy projects, with deſpair thou ſhalt behold, 


D'amville farts up. 

D'am. What fooliſh dream dares interrupt my reſk ? 
To my confuſion ! Howycan that be? Since 
My purpoſes have hitherto been borne 
With proſp'rous judgment to ſecure ſucceſs, 
Which nothing lives to diſpoſſeſs me of; 

But apprehended Charlemont. And him, 
This brain has made the happy inſtrument, 
To free ſuſpicion ; to annihilate 

All intereſt and title of his own; 

To ſeal up my aſſurance ; and confirm 
My abſolute poſſeſſion by the law. 

Thus while the ſimple honeſt worſhipper 
Of a fantaſtic providence, groans under 
The burden of neglected miſery, 

My real wiſdom has raiſed up a ſtate, 
That ſhall eternize my poſterity. 


Enter Servants with the body of Sebaſtian. 


What's that ? | 
Serv. The body of your younger ſon, ſlain by the Lord 


Bilfareft. DA 
4 / | D'am 


[ Exit Ghoft. 


— . ————— 
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D'am. Slain! You 5 Sebaſtian! 
H*as loſt his hearing. A Phyſician preſently. Go call 
a ſurgeon. | 

Rouſa. Oh! [ Within, 

Dam. What groan was that? How does my elder 
fon ? the ſound came from his chamber. 

Serv. He went ſick to bed, my lord. | 

Reuſ. Oh! [ Within, 
 D'am. The cries of Mandrakes never touch'd the ear, 
With more ſad horror than that voice does mine. 


Enter a Servant running. 


Serv. If ever you will ſee your ſon alive. 

D'am. Nature forbid I &er ſhould ſee him dead. 

(A Bed drawn forth with Rouſard, 
Withdraw the curtains. O! how does iny ſon ? 

Serv. Methinks, he's ready to give up the ghoſt, 
D'am. Deſtruction take thee, and thy fatal tongue. 
Death, where's the doctor? Att not thou the face of 
that prodigious apparition ſtar'd upon me in my dream ? 

Serv. The doctor's come, my lord. 


Enter Doc lor. 


D'am, Doctor! behold two patients, in whoſe cure 
thy ſkill may purchaſe an eternal fame. If thou haſt 
any reading in Hipocrates, Galen, or Avicen ; if herbs, 
or drugs, or minerals have any power to fave z now let 
thy practice and their ſovercign uſe, raiſe thee to wealth 
and honour. 

Doclor. If any root of life remains within 'em capable 
of phyſic ; fear em not, my lord, 

Reus. Oh! 

D'am. His gaſping ſighs, are like the falling noiſe of 
Tome great building when the ground-work breaks. On 
theſe two pillars ſtood the ſtately frame and architecture 
of my lofty houſe. An earthquake ſhakes them. The 
foundation ſhrinks, Dear nature! in whoſe honour [ 
have rais'd a work of glory to poſterity, O bury not the 
=_ of that great action, under the fall and ruin cf 
Itlelt. 

Doctor. — lord, theſe bodies are deprived of all 


ties of nature. Ihe heat of life is utterly 
cx - 
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extinguiſh'd. Nothing remains within the power of man 
that can reſtore them . 

D'am. Take this gold; extract the fpirit of it, and 
inſpire new life into their bodies. 

Dattor. Nothing can, my lord. 

D'am. You have not yet examin'd the true ſtate and 
conſtitution of their bodies. Sure, you have not. l' reſerve 
their waters till the morning, Queſtionleſs, their urines 
will inform you better, 

Doctor. Ha, ha, ha. 

D'am. Do'ſt laugh! thou villaia? Muſt my wiſdom, 
that has been the object of mens admiration, now become 
the ſubject of thy laughter? 

Rouſ. Oh! [Dies. 

All. He's dead. | 

D'am. © there expires the date of my poſterity! Can 
nature be ſo ſimple or malicious to deſtroy the reputation 
of her proper memory? She cannot. Sure there is ſoma 
power above her that controuls her force. 

Doftor, A power above nature! Doubt you that, my 
lord? Conſider but whence man receives his body and: his 
form, Not from corruption, like ſome worms and flies , 
but only from the generation of a man. For nature ne- 
ver did bring forth a man without a man ; nor could the 
firſt man, being but the paſſive ſubject, not the active 
mover, be the maker of himſelf; ſo of neceſſity, there 
muſt be a ſuperior power to nature, 

D'am. Now to myſelf | am ridiculons. Nature, thou 
art a traitor to my ſoul. Thou halt abuſed my truſt. I 
will complain to a ſuperior court, to right my wrong. 
I'll prove thee a forger of falſe aſſurances, In yond' 
ſtar- chamber thou ' ſhalt anſwer it. Withdraw the bo- 
dies, O the ſenſe of death begins to trouble my dif- 
tracted ſoul. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Judges an Officers. 
I. Jud. Bring forth the male ſactors to the bar. 
Enter CATA PLASMA, SoQUETTE and FRESCO. 


Are you the gentle woman in wh. ſe houſe 
The murders were committed? 
Cata. Yes, my lod, 


t. Jud 
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1. Jud. That worthy attribute of gentry, which 
Your habit draws from ignorant reſpect, 

Your name deſerves not: nor yourſelf the name 
Of woman, Since you are the poiſon that 
Infects the honour of all womanhood, 

Cata. My lord; I am a gentlewoman: yet I muſt 
confeſs my poverty compels my life to a condition lower 
than my birth or breeding. 

2. Jud. Tuſh, we know your birth. 

1. Jud. But under colour to profeſs the fale 
Of tyres and toys for gentlewomens pride; 

Vou draw a frequentation of mens wives 
To your licentious houſe; and there abuſe 
Their huſbands. 

Freſ. Good my Lord, her rent is great. The good 
gentle woman has no other thing to live by but her lodg- 
ings: ſo ſhe's forc'd to let her fore- rooms out to others, 
and herſelf contented to lie backwards. 

2. Jud. So. ; 

1. Jud. Here is no evidence accuſes you, 

For acceſſaries to the murder; yet 

Since from the ſpring of luſt which you preſerv'd, 
And nouriſh'd, ran th' effuſion of that blood; 
Your puniſhment ſhall come as near to death, 
As life can bear it. Law cannot inflit 

Too much ſeverity upon the cauſe 

Of ſuch abhor'd effects. 

2. Jud. Receive your ſentence. 

Your goods ( ſince they were gotten by that means, 

Which brings diſeaſes,) ſhall be turn'd to the uſe 

Of hoſpitals. You carted through the ſtreets ; 

According to the common ſhame of ſtrumpets, 

Your bodies whip'd till with the loſs of blood, 

You faint under the hand of puniſhment, 

Then that the neceſſary force of want, 

May not provoke you to your former liſe, 

You ſhall be ſet to painful labour; whoſe 

Penurious gains ſhall only give you food 

To hold up nature, mortify your fleſh, 

And make you fit for a repentant end. 
All, O good my lord! 
1. Jud. No more; away with 'em. 


THE ATHEISTS TRAGEDY. 67 


Enter LAXGUEBEAU SNUFFE« 

2. Jud. Now, Monſieur Snuffe! a man of your pro- 
ſeſſion found in a place of ſuch impiety ? 

Snuffe. I grant you, the place is full of impurity. 

So much the more need of inſtruction and reformation, 
The purpoſe that carried me thither, was with the ſpirit 
of converſion to purify their uncleanneſs: and I hope 
your lordſhip will ſay, the law cannot take hold of me 
for that. 

I. Jud. No fir, it cannot, but yet give me leave 
To tell you, that I hold your wary anſwer, 
Rather premeditated for excuſe, 
Than ſpoken out of a religious purpoſe. 
Where took you your degrees of ſcholarſhip ? 

Snuff. I am no ſcholar, my lord. To ſpeak the 
ſincere truth, I am Snuffe the Tallow-Chandler. 

2. Fudge. How comes your habit to be alter'd thus ? 

Snuffe, My Lord Belforeft taking a delight in the 
cleanneſs of my converſation; withdrew me from that 
unclean life, and put me in a garment fit for his ſociety 
and my preſent profeſſion. 

1. Jud. His lordſhip did but paint a rotten poſt; 
Or cover foulneſs fairly. Monſieur Snufe / 
Back to your candle-making. You may give 
The world more light with that, than either with 
Inſtruction or th' example of your life. 


Suu fe. Thus the Snufe is put out. [Exit Snuffe, 


Enter D'amville diftraftedly with the hearſes of his two 
ſons borne after him. | 

D'am. Judgment; Judgment, 

2. Fad, Judgment, my lord? in what? 

D'am. Your Judgments muſt reſolve me in a caſe. 
Bring in the bodies. Nay, I will ha't tried, This is 
the caſe, my lord, My providence, even in a moment, 
by the only hurt of one, or two, or three, at moſt: and 
thoſe put quickly out of pain too. Mark me, I had wiſely 
rais'd a competent eſtate to my poſterity. And is there 
not more wiſdom and more charity in that, than for your 
Lordſhip, your Father, or your Grandſire, to prolong the 
torment, and the rack of rent trom age to age, upon your 
poor penurious tenants? yet, perhaps, without a penny 
profit to your heir, Is it not more wiſe ? more chari- 


table? ſpeak, 
1 2 1. Jud. 
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1. Jud. He is diſtracted. 

D am. How! diſtracted? Then you have no judg- 
ment. I can give you ſenſe and ſolid reafon for the very 
teaſt diſtinguiſhable ſyllable I ſpeak. Since my thrift was 
more charitable, more judicious than your grandlires ; 
why, I would fain know why your lordſhip lives to make 
a ſecond generation from your father ; and the whole fry 
of my poſterity extinguiſh'd in a moment? Not a brat 
left to ſucceed me.— l would ain know that? 

2. Jud. Grief for his children's death diſtempers him, 

1. Jud. My lord, we will reſolve you of your queſtion, 
In the mean time vouchſafe your place with us, 

D'am. I am contented, ſo you will reſolve me. 


[ Aſcends. 
Enter CHAREMONT and CASTABELLA. n 


2. Jud. Now Monſieur Charlemont. You are acchs'd 
Of having murder'd one Borachzo, that 


Was ſervant to my lord D'amville. How can 


You clear vourſel! ? guilty, or not guilty ? 

Char. Guilty of killing hum, but not of murder. 
My lords, I have no purpoſe to deſire 
Remiſſion for myſelf. [D'amville deſcends to Char, 

D'am. Uncivil Boy! thou want'ſt humanity to 
ſmile at grief. Why doſt thou caſt a chearful eye upon 
the object of my forrow ? my dead ſons? ; 

1. Fud. O good my lord! let charity forbear 
To vex the ſpirit of a dying man, e 
A chearfu] eye upon the face of death, 

Js che true countenance of a noble mind. 
For honcer's fake, my lord, moleſt it not. 

D'am. Yeu are all uncivil. O! is it not enough that 
heaven juſtly hath conſpir'd with fate, to cut off my pol 
teriiy for him to be the heir to my poſſeſſions ; but he 
muſk purſue me with his preſence; and in the oſtentation 
of his joy, laugh in my face, and glory in my grief ? | 

Char. D'amville ! to ſhewthee with what light reſpec, 
] value death and thy inſulting pride; © 50s 


I hus like a warlike navy on the ſea, 


Bound for the conquelt of ſome wealthy land, 
Patſs'd thro! gh the ſtormy troubles of this lite, 
And now orrived on the armed coaſt t 
Ip expeQatiion of the victory, 


ple 
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Whoſe honour lies beyond this exigent; 

Through mortal danger with an active ſpirit, 

Thus | aſpire to undergo my death. ¶ Leaps up the Scaffold. 
CASTABELLA leaps after him.] 

Cafla And thus I ſecond thy brave enterpriſe. 

Be chearful, Charlemont. Our lives cut off, 

In our young prime of years, are like green herbs, 

Wherewith we ſtrow the hearſes of our friends. 

For as their virtue gather'd when th'are green, 

Before they wither or corrupt, is beſt; 

So we in virtue are the beſt for death, 

While yet we have not liv'd to ſuch an age, 

That the encreaſing canker of our ſins 

Hath ſpread too far upon us. — 

Da'm. A boon, my lords, I beg a boon. 

1, Jud. What's that, my lord? 

D'am. His body when 'tis dead, for an anatomy. 

2 Jud. For what, my lord? 

D'am. Your underſtanding ſtill comes ſhort of mine, 

I would find out by his anatomy, | 

What thing there js in nature more exact 

Than in the conſtitution of myſelf, 

Methinks, my parts, and my dimenſions, are 

As many, as large, as well compos'd as his; 

And yet in me the reſolution wants | 

To die with that aſſurance as he does. 

The cauſe of that, in his anatomy 

I would find out. 

1. Jud Be patient and you ſhall. 

D'am. I have bethought me of a better way—Nephew, 
we muſt confer. Sir, I am grown a wondrous ſtudent 
now of late—emy wit has reach'd beyond the ſcope of na- 
ture; yet for all my learning 1 am ſtill to feek, from 
whence the peace of conſcience ſhould proceed. 

Charl. The peace of conſcience riſes in itſelf. 

D'am. Whether it be thy art or nature, I admire thee 
Charlemont—Why, thou haſt taught a woman to be vali- 
ant—1 will beg thy life. —My lords, 1 beg my nephew's 
life. I'll make thee my phyſician Thou ſhalt read 
philoſophy to me. I will find out the efficient cauſe of a 
contented mind. But if I cannot profit in it; then *tis on 
more being my phyſician, but infuſe a little poiſon in 2 
potion when thou giv'ſt me phylic, unawares to me, Sc. 
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I ſhall ſteal into my grave without the underſtanding or 
the fear of death. And that's the end I aim at. For the 
thought of death is a moſt fearful torment; is it not? 

2. Jud. Your lordſhip interrupts the courſe of law. 

1. Jud. Prepare to die. 

Charl. My reſolution's made. 

But ere I die, before this honour'd bench; 
With the free voice of a departing ſoul, 
I here proteſt this gentle woman clear 
Of all offence the law condemns her for. 
 __ Cafta. | have accus'd myſelf —The law wants power 
To clear me. My dear Charlemont, with thee 
I will partake of all thy puniſhments. 

Charl. Uncle, for all the wealthy benefits 
My death advances you, grant me but this? 

Your mediation for the guiltleſs life 
Of Caſiabella, whom your conſcience knows 
As juſtly clear as harmleſs innocence, 

D'am. Freely. My mediation for her life, and all my 
intereſt in the world to boot, let her but in exchange poſleſ 
me of the reſolution that ſhe dies withal.— The price of 
things is beſt known in their want. Had I her courage, ſo 
I value it, the Indies ſhould not buy it out of my hands. 

Charl. Give me a glaſs of water? 

D'am. Me, of wine. 
This argument of death congeals my blood. 

Cold fear with apprehenſion of thy end, 

Hath frozen up the rivers of my veins. [a glaſs of wine, 
I muſt drink wine to warm me, and diſſolve the obſtruc- 
tion, or ar- apoplexy will poſſeſs me. Why, thou un- 
charitable knave, doſt bring me blood to drink ? 

The very glaſs looks pale, and trembles at it. 

Ser. *Tis your hand, my lord. 

D'am. Canſt blame me to be fearful ; bearing ſtill the 
preſence of a murderer about me ? 

Charl. Is this water ? 

Ser. Water, Sir. TA Glaſs of Water. 
Cbarl. Come thou clear emblem of cool temperance, 
Be thou my witneſs, that I uſe no art 
To force my courage; nor have need of helps, 

To raiſe my ſpirits like thoſe weaker men, 
Who mix their blood with wine, and out of that 
Adulterate conjunction, do beget 


the 
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A baſtard valour. Native courage, thanks! 
Thou lead*ſt me ſoberly to undertake 
This great hard work of magnanimity. 

D'am. Brave Charlemont, at the reflection of thy cou. 
rage, my cold fearful blood takes fire, and I begin to emu- 
ate thy death.— Is that thy executioner? My lords, you 
wrong the honour of ſo high a blood to let him ſuffer by 
fo baſe a hand. 

ulges, He ſuffers by the form of law, my lord. 

D'am I will reform it Down, you ſhagge-hair'd cur; 
The inſtrument that ſtrikes my nephew*s blood, ſhall be 
as noble as his blood. —1'Il be thy executioner myſelf, 

1. Jud. Reſtrain his fury. Good, my lord, forbear. 

D'am, I'll butcher out the paſſage of his ſoul, 

That dares attempt to interrupt the blow. 

2. Jud. My lord, the office will impreſs a mark 
Of ſcandal and diſhonour on your name. 

Charl, The office fits him—hinder not his hand; 

But let him crown my reſolution with 
An unexampled dginity of death. 
Strike home - Thus I ſubmit me. [ Ready for Execution, 

Caſta. So do l. 

In ſcorn of death thus hand in hand we die. 

D'am. I have the trick on it, Nephew—You ſhall ſee 
how eaſily I can put you out of pain. On — 

As he raiſes up the Axe, firikes out bis own Brains —Stag= 
gers off the Scaffold, 

Execu. In lifting up the axe, 

I think h*as knock'd his brains out. 

D'am, What murderer was he that lifted up my hand 
againſt my head? 

Jud. None but yourſelf, my lord. 

D'am. I thought he was a murderer that did it. 

Jud. God forbid. 

D'am Forbid? You lie, Judge, he commanded it 
To tell thee that man's wiſdom is a fool. I came to thee 
lor judgment, and thou thinkeſt thyſelf a wiſe man—I 
outreach'd thy wit, and made thy juſtice murder's inſtru- 
ment, in Caftabel/a's death and Charlement's. To crown 
my murder of Montferrers with a ſafe poſſeſſion of his 
wealthy ſtate | 

Charl. I claim the juſt advantage of his words. 


Jud, Deſcend the ſcaffold and attend the reſt, 
D' am. 
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D'am. There was the ſtrength of natural underſtandings 
but nature is a fool: there is a power above her that hath 
overthrown the pride of all my projects and poſterity ; (fax 
whoſe ſurviving blood Thad erected a proud monument land 
ſtruck them dead before me. For whoſe deaths, I call 
to thee for judgment. Thou didſt want diſcretion for the 
ſentence ; but yond' power that ſtruck me, knew the judg⸗ 
ment I deſerv d, and gave it. O the luſt of death com- 
mits a rape upon me, as I would have done on 7 of 

| ts, 

Job Strange is his death and judgment. With the hands 
Of joy and juſtice I thus ſet you free. 

The power of that eternal providence, 
Which overthrew his projects in their pride; 2 
Hath made your griefs the inſtruments to raiſe | 
Your bleſſings to a greater height than ever. 
Charl. Only to heav'n I attribute the work, 
Whoſe gracious motives made me {till forbear 
To be mine own revenger. Now I-ſee, 
That, Patience is the honeſt man's revenge. 

Jud. Inſtead of Charlemont that but e' en now 

Stood ready to be diſpoſſeſs'd of all; 

I now ſalute you with more titles, both. 

Of wealth and dignity than you were born to. 
And you (ſweet Madam) lady of 7 rn ; 
You have that title by your father's death, 

Cala. With all the titles due to me; encreaſe 
The wealth and honour of my Charlement. 3 
Lord of Mentſerrers, Lord D'amville, Belforeft ; | 
And for a cloſe to make up all the reſt ; [ Embracts 
The Lord of Ca/tabella. Now at laſt 
Enjoy the full poſſeſſion of my love; 

As clear and pure as my firſt chaſtity. 

Charl, The crown of all my bleſſings I will tempt 
My ſtars no longer; nor protract my time We. 
Of marriage, When thoſe nuptial rites are done 
I will perform my kinſmens funerals, 

ud. The drums and trumpets interchange the ſounds: 

Ot death and triumph ; for theſe honour'd lives, 
Succeeding their deſerved tragedies, | 

Cbarl. Thus by the work of heaven, the men that thought 
To follow our dead bodies without tears, 

Are dead themſelves, and now we follow theirs, 

FI,NAS. | 
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